The Bridge
Volume 32

Number 2

Article 8

2009

Excerpts from the Course of my Life
Jens Hansen
Edward A. Hansen

Follow this and additional works at: https://scholarsarchive.byu.edu/thebridge
Part of the European History Commons, European Languages and Societies Commons, and the
Regional Sociology Commons

Recommended Citation
Hansen, Jens and Hansen, Edward A. (2009) "Excerpts from the Course of my Life," The Bridge: Vol. 32 :
No. 2 , Article 8.
Available at: https://scholarsarchive.byu.edu/thebridge/vol32/iss2/8

This Article is brought to you for free and open access by BYU ScholarsArchive. It has been accepted for inclusion
in The Bridge by an authorized editor of BYU ScholarsArchive. For more information, please contact
scholarsarchive@byu.edu, ellen_amatangelo@byu.edu.

Excerpts from the Course of my Life
By

Jens Hansen
Translated from Danish and edited
by Edward A. Hansen1

Jens and Maren Stine Rasmusdatter came from the small island of M,m,
Denmark. On a larger map of Denmark, M0n is a scarcely discernible plot
of separated land, with chalk cliffs on its eastern seaboard and sandy beaches
on the other. Stege is its chief town, set by an inlet called Naret and
surrounded by verdant fields and forests. It is an idyllic spot, with its own
culture and legends. Residents love it. Present day tourists are charmed by
it.
From this fabled island, Jens Hansen made his first journey to America.
He remembers it as happening in the winter of 1865-66. He was a twentythree-year-old bachelor, born 29 January 1845. His life as a Danish
immigrant was filled with interesting happenings, not only to his
descendants, but also to the growing number of people who are finding a
thrill in discovering old diaries, letters, and other records that help them
understand their own family history better. Jens Hansen did not write
down his own memoirs until the 1920's, when he was near the close of his
life. These were published serially in Dannevirke in 1922, under a title
that translates as "Excerpts from the Course of my Life." In 1973, I offered
my transcription of Grandfather Hansen's memoirs to the editor of Kirke
og Folk, and they were published a second time.
In the present volume I have set Jens Hansen's recollections in book
form. At times I have altered sentences and paragraphs to make a more
readable account in English. I have also supplied titles and paragraph
headings to assist the reader in discerning the divisions that I think the
author intended.
In addition, to help the reader understand better some of the times,
conditions, and backgrounds of the time which Jens Hansen was recording,
I have made use of varying items of information which I have accumulated
during my own years of genealogical and historical study. These insertions
have been kept separate as footnotes or initialed insertions in italics to Jens
Hansen's story. I must take responsibility for translations from Danish
into English.
Edward A. Hansen
Spring 2009
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Editor's note (JRC)". In the days when Denmark was an absolute
monarchy and long after, two officials were appointed by the crown in every
rural parish of the land. The parish was a civil unit of government like an
American township, as well as the area served by a single church. The two
officials were the parish pastor and the sognefoged or parish bailiff Jens
Hansen's father held the position of sognefoged in the parish of Borre for
nearly a quarter-century.
Beginning with the Reformation years of 1536-39, a pastor of the
Lutheran state church was in charge of education and all religious rituals
and services in the parish. He was assisted by a precentor, schoolteachers,
and lay churchwardens. The pastor was trained for his job by long years of
university education. Typically, he was not a native of the parish he served.
The sognefoged, on the other hand, usually was. He was in charge of
maintaining law and order, keeping the military conscription rolls, leasing
out crown property, carrying out distraint, collecting fines, supervising
inns and taverns, enforcing sumptuary laws, and doing whatever else was
necessary to maintain peace and good order in the parish. The word
sognefoged literally means "parish bailiff" The office was established by
royal ordinance in 1791 and remained in existence until 1973. It was a
part-time position, appointed by the crown governor (amtmand), and it
tended to confer local prestige as well as authority. Typically, the office
passed from father to son and was held by one of the more prosperous and
respected farmers in a rural parish. When carrying out the duties of his
office, the parish bailiff wore a badge and sometimes a uniform cap.
1. My Early Years in Denmark
My Boyhood Home
I was born in Raabymagle, which is in Borre Parish, on the
island of M0n, Denmark. My father, who was a farmer, was also
sognefoged (parish bailiff). My mother had given birth to four
children by a previous marriage. 2 My father took over the farm in
circumstances of real poverty, and the resources of the home were
very scanty. I can still remember that our daily fare was coarse rye
bread, dipped in some kind of flour, instead of being spread with
butter as we have it nowadays.
My father went to work with pluck and energy, as did my
mother also. It was not long until conditions improved. However, it
was not before I had become a fairly good-sized lad that we were
able to install wood floors in some of the rooms of our house. The
other rooms had only floors of clay.

• Notes by the editor of The Bridge are signed with the initials JRC. Notes by
the translator are signed with the initials BAH.
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Our house had been built in a rather unhealthy area. The well
was only ten to twelve feet deep, and sometimes the water
overflowed. This suggests that the water probably came from a
spring. In the most humid seasons, if you moved your hand upward
along a wall, you could get your palm filled with moisture. This
factor, together with our scanty fare, resulted in considerable
sickness for us children during the time of our upbringing. For my
part, I suffered a good deal from kirtelsyge (scrofula). When you
suffered illness in those days, you did not consult a doctor unless the
disease appeared to be life threatening. But there was no lack of
homemade medicinal remedies. I remember that I was compelled to
drink a lot of seawater for my illness-which of course did not help
in the least. In any case, one could be grateful that the medicine was
cheap! Whenever we went out to the ocean to get a load of sand, we
usually brought a jug of seawater along home as a medicinal potion
for me. Those who know the taste of seawater will sympathize with
me! The sand was used to strew on our clay floors each time they
were swept. I recall one time when I had a bad cold, accompanied
by a fever. Our old blacksmith happened to come by the house. He
made it plain that he would be able to cure my cold quickly. "Just
give the lad a shot of whiskey with some pepper in it," was his
prescription. My naive mother got me to swallow this mixture,
believing that it was for my good. But I never liked that blacksmith
for a long time afterward! In those days, it was believed that evil
was to be driven out by evil.

Ane Kirstine Frederiksdatter &
Sognefoged Hans Hansen

Translator's note (EAH). Here we have met Jens Hansen's parents, Hans
Hansen (1815-1890) and Ane Kirstine Frederiksdatter (ca. 1813-1895).
My father, Albert Hansen, had a memory of his father's father, whom he
saw as a five-year-old when Jens Hansen took his American family back to
11

Denmark: "Grandfather, the sognefoged, was a tall, austere gentleman,
but was indulgent to us boys. He wore light-colored leather trousers, with
a bib front made of sheepskin. Since this was different from the kind of
trousers we boys wore, we took special note of them." Hans Hansen was
born in Nyborre on 28 October 1815, the son of farmers Hans Larsen and
Ellen Hansdatter. One of his brothers was the widely known Didrick
Hansen of Nyborre (born 1818).
Grandfather's younger brother, Hans Frederick Hansen, who remained
in Denmark, also wrote some memoirs of his early years. His recollections
of his family have some subtle variations from those written by Jens
Hansen. Hans wrote, "I was born in a small town in the country, in a
fairly well-to-do farm family-at least, it was so regarded at that time. My
father cultivated an inherited farm, a part of the large Klintholm Estate. I
remember the answer I always gave as a boy to those who asked me who I
was, and what my name was, 'I am Hans Frederick Hansen, son of the
parish bailiff, and I live near the great banks (hillsides)."'
Hans Frederick continues: "My father held the post of parish bailiff
Father held this post for twenty-four years. I remember that he told me that
he was planning to give up the office about that time. It was customary to
award the Order of Dannebrog to a parish bailiff who had held office for
twenty-five years. However, because he was beginning to notice the
infirmities of advancing age, he did not want to accept this honor if he was
going to resign from office shortly afterward."
Pastor Jens Jergensen, writing in Dannevirke in June 1922, casts a
little more light on the post of parish bailiff:
Hans Hansen was parish bailiff for many years. He was a
handsome man, and at the same time dignified, especially when he
was acting in his official capacity. That impression was stamped on
my mind on one occasion when I came to see him on some official
business. I had to visit him because, among other responsibilities, he
was supervisor of taxes. When I reached the age of fifteen, I had to
be registered on the tax rolls and secure my certificate of registration
from him. I well remember that day. As I entered, I saw him sitting
at the end of the table with a lot of papers in front of him. He invited
me to sit down on the bench alongside. He asked me a few questions,
which I answered as best I was able. Apparently everything was in
order, and he then took some time to converse with me in a gentle
and friendly manner. "You know," he said, "your grandfather,
Peder Clausen, was my predecessor in this office." Yes, I did know
that, inasmuch as my mother had told me. However, I had not
known this grandfather personally, since he died before I was born. I
remember especially Hans Hansen's gentle gaze. I think that those
kind eyes were inherited by his son, Jens Hansen. And who
inherited this trait in turn after him? Probably all of his
grandchildren have a share of it as well.
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Jens Hansen's mother, Ane Kirstine Frederiksdatter, was a descendant
of the noted Frederik Family on M~n. By her first husband, Jens Larsen,
she bore six children: Lars, Sidse Margrethe, Cathrine, Ane Kirstine,
Kirsten, and an infant born in April 1843. Jens Larsen died 20 March
1843. Ane Kirstine then married Hans Hansen in Borre Church on 28 July
1843, and with him she bore five children: Jens, Ellen Kirstine, Mette
Marie, Hans Frederik, and Ane Katrine. When this mother died on 7
March 1895, she was eighty-two years of age. Frede Jensen says that she
was the longest-lived of Frederik Hemmingsen's children. Jens Hansen's
oldest son, Albert Hansen, claims to remember his paternal grandmother,
Ane Kirstine Fredriksdatter Hansen, from his visit in Denmark when he
was five years old:
"I remember Farmar clearly-a kindly, wrinkled-faced old lady with
gray hair parted in the middle, carefully smoothed down. Her ample dark
skirts made her appear rather short. She was very kind to us boys - too
kind, we thought, when she wanted to kiss us."
Jens Hansen's brother, Hans Frederick Hansen, had this to say in his
memoirs about his mother:
I remember Mother as a loving, unassuming, trusting Christian
woman of the old-fashioned kind. Father and Mother were diligent
in church attendance, and they always partook of the Lord's Supper
when it was offered twice a year in those days. When they were
unable to attend church, Father always read a sermon and sang a
couple of hymns with his good singing voice. We children were
never compelled to attend these services, but Father and Mother
were always very happy when we stayed in the parlor with them.
The sabbath stillness has always been one of my precious memories.
I can still see in my mind's eye these two dear old people sitting
together, worshipping the Lord in all simplicity, with old-fashioned
faithfulness and love.
My Education was Limited
We had an excellent person as our schoolteacher. His name was
[Niels Peder] S0rensen. I owed a great deal to him. He was a
believing man, and a person of orderly habits at all times. If there
was a party, you could be sure that at precisely twelve o'clock
midnight he would take his departure. Perhaps not everyone can
follow that rule; in my case, I have tried to follow it as far as
possible.
I was a quick learner at school, and if my motivation had been
equal to my ability, I could have come along much further than I did.
As it was, I managed to be placed at the head of the class, and was
designated Number One. We students were all given numbers, from
Number One and on down, and we usually called upon by number.
This was our name as well as our rank in school.
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When I reached the age to attend confirmation class, I found that
rank was also established there on the basis of the grade we got in
our examination. This examination was given at an earlier time, and
was conducted by the pastor and some members of the parish
council. They were the ones who established our rank. We were
graded on how we did in writing, arithmetic, knowledge of religion,
etc.
I had noticed that during this process, the aforementioned parish
council members would always glance over to see what number the
pastor awarded us as a grade. Then they would give us the same
number. The miller from Klintem0ller must have misread one figure
on the pastor's tally, because he gave me a lower grade.3 When
everything was totaled up, I was given a number that was lower by
one-fourth than the one given to "The Prince's" son. (I should
explain that "Prince' was only a nick-name, such as many folks had
in Denmark at that time. In reality, this boy's father was an ordinary
poor tenant farmer.) This boy was given the rank of Number One,
and I had to be content with Number Two. I was really unhappy
about this outcome, as my father had promised me ten Danish marks
if I could achieve Number One. Three other boys got a grade onefourth lower than mine. At the next meeting of the class, the pastor
gave those with the highest grades a glowing commendation. The
others, however, whose grades were distinctly lower, received a
thorough scolding.
The pastor, [Christian Frederik] West, was a very portly
individual. He usually walked back and forth in front of the class
while he was hearing our recitations, or while he was questioning us
about our lessons in religion. His questions usually began with
"Can you tell me, my boy (or my girl) ... ?" Frequently he mistook
a girl for a boy, or vice versa. As he walked back and forth, it could
happen that a boy or girl would make faces behind his back.
Occasionally some one would put a red thread, or some other
foreign object on his long gray frock coat. God help the poor culprit,
if he were ever discovered!
I think that I always regarded that pastor with a kind of secret
awe. My mental picture of God was of a person something like our
pastor-eternally zealous and righteous, One who would visit
dreadful punishment upon the sinner. If ever he were to set up a
couple of mirrors in the classroom so that he could see what went on
behind his back, I dread to think of how he would turn upon the
wretched transgressor in his wrath!
If I compare the schools of that day with the schools of today,
and the instruction that we received in religious truths then with
what is offered today, I would say that we have made great
progress. However, I must make an exception in the case of
Schoolmaster S0rensen. He was perhaps the only good model of his
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profession on the entire island of M0n. Now, of course, it is different
there also.
Some Fears and Superstitions of my Childhood
As a boy, I was very much afraid of ghosts, apparitions, trolls,
and all kinds of evil spirits. Sometimes in the evenings we would
hold wool-carding and spinning parties. In those days, most people
wore clothing that was homemade. At these parties, the housewives
would entertain each other by telling hair-raising ghost stories. You·
can understand that after I had spent an entire evening listening to
these stories, it was not easy for me to go to bed alone. The way to
my bedroom led through the dark kitchen, where the floor consisted
of smooth oval pebbles set on edge. These stones were brought in
from the seashore, and thus were flat and smooth. It is difficult for
someone who has never seen such a floor to imagine what it was
like. The stones were set in sand, so that they could catch the liquids
that were often spilled in the kitchen. My guess is that nowadays
most people would not think this kind of flooring was very sanitary.
In any case, on my way to bed, I had to make my way first
through that large, dark kitchen. It would have been unthinkable to
let a little boy carry a lighted candle or lamp. So I had to fumble my
way, to find the exit, which was barred by two half doors, such as
we have over here, only smaller. After that, there was a long
passageway to pass through; it was a place where we kept one or
two wagons. You had to feel your way along past the wagons to the
other side. Then you came to an opening in the wall, measuring
about two and a half by five feet. Going through that opening, you
came to the room where we kept the carriage. If you bent your head
down, and held your hand along your backside, there was just
enough room to slip past.
Then you were standing by the door to the hired man's quarters.
This was in the stable wing, a chamber about six by ten feet in size.
There was a tiny window to the east, the bed was toward the south,
and the adjacent cow stable was toward the west. There was another
small hole in the wall next to the cows. That was there so that the
hired man could hear if a cow was having a calf, or if a horse was
sick and kicking. In case there should be a newborn calf, it was my
older brother's job to go out and get the calf away from the cow. The
cows usually had their calves at night, and they were not my
responsibility at this time. If a horse was ailing, father was to be
called. After it had been given some medicine, it was I who had to
get up and ride it outside in the fresh air. This job always fell to the
smallest boy, inasmuch as he would be the lightest weight for a sick
horse to carry.
Now, let me get back to the account about myself as a little boy,
who was on his way to bed with his mind filled with ghost stories.
Usually, by the time I got to my room, my heart was pounding
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furiously. If my big brother Lars was already in bed, I would hastily
get the door latched. If Lars was not in bed, I had to leave it
unlocked. It goes without saying that I would hastily crawl into bed
and get my head under the feather-tick, where I could feel somewhat
secure. However, it sometimes happened that my big brother and I
were sent off to bed at the same time.
That often provided some scary occurrences when Lars would
slip off to one side en route to our bedroom, and then cry out, "What
is that I see over there?" Then I would let out a shriek, looking
wildly from side to side. That amused him greatly. Then he would
say, "Hey, stupid, I was only fooling you!"
Lars took great delight in teasing us younger brothers and
sisters. I remember one time when my other brothers and sisters
and I were outside on a very dark night. Suddenly, a big white
ghost came surging down upon us from a tree. We all screamed,
and headed for the house door. As the senior among the screamers,
I found the door first and got inside. Then, I slammed the door on
my two unfortunate sisters. They could only stand outside the
entryway and continue to scream. At length, Father came out and
helped them get inside. Upon investigation, he found Lars out in the
garden, with a white sheet over his head. He was given a severe
reprimand. The rest of us were offered assurance that there were no
such things as ghosts-at least none that would cause us harm. As I
recall, neither the reprimand nor the assurance seemed to make
much difference, either for Lars or for the rest of us.

Favorite Boyhood Activities
In my younger years, I had three favorite pursuits: hunting,
fishing, and reading.
My enjoyment of hunting brought me many adventures, but I
never really became a good hunter. As a rule, boys have a natural
inclination toward this sport. I must confess that we made use of all
kinds of guns in secret. That we survived without any damage to
life or limb was, as is repeatedly said, a miracle of God.
For example, one time I was shooting an old cavalry pistol. I
found it necessary to pound the bullet to get it into the barrel of the
gun, with the result that it backfired and made a large gash, both
over and under my right eye. After that, it flew ten or twelve feet up
in the air and then buried itself several inches in the ground. There
were close calls, as we say, many other times. When I had my own
boys in later years, I started early in giving instruction to them in the
safe use of firearms. Certainly every boy should be taught this,
among other things. I would remind today's parents that boys
should be taught early in life to use hunting weapons correctly.
My enjoyment of fishing also brought me many adventures. I
will mention only one of them. My parents, with my brothers and
sisters, had gone away, and left me at home for the day. Now that I
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think of it, some of my older sisters may have stayed at home also.
In any case, I tramped out to the ocean, a distance of about five
English miles. There, I joined some of the fishermen's sons as they
went out to fish for cod. For a lure, we used a herring made of tin,
with two large hooks in its mouth. We had a long line, in several
fathoms of water, to draw this lure up and down just off the bottom
of the ocean. When a codfish takes the lure, it gets caught on one of
the hooks. By this means, we managed to catch quite a few fish, and
I myself caught several fairly large ones. That was really something
for me! However, during the course of our fishing, time had been
flying by. It got late, and the evening was darkening when I came
home with my fish. It goes without saying that I was apprehensive
as to what might happen to me at home; I guess that I thought a
good licking would be my lot. However, I did not get any
punishment that time. Quite naturally, my parents had become
anxious about my disappearance. Perhaps they saw my boyish
pride as I at length came home carrying my catch of large fish, and
they decided to withhold punishment. All that happened was a
reprimand from my father.
Thirdly, there was reading. In our neighborhood we had two
reading societies. My father was a member of both of them. It was
not long before I became librarian for these two groups. This
allowed me to choose the books that had the most appeal for me. I
became a passionate reader.
When we wanted to read in the evenings, our sole illumination
came from a dim oil lamp, set in the middle of the table. Usually
father, my big brother, and I sat at the table. Mother and the girls sat
elsewhere in the room, running the spinning wheel, carding wool, or
sewing. By ten o'clock, everyone had usually gone to bed, with the
exception of my older sisters and myself. I could usually find means
to get them off to bed also, with the promise that I would soon
extinguish the lamp and retire myself. After they left, I had peace to
read. I would read until midnight or even 1:00 a.m., depending on
how engrossing the book might be. Then, in the wee hours of the
night, when I tumbled into bed, it would disturb my big brother and
prompt some kicks from him in my direction. Such a short time of
sleep made it an ordeal for me to get up the next morning, when I
might be scheduled to help pull the silage cutter.
Parental Discipline
Let me cite one example of the strong, stubborn will that
characterized my nature in those early days. On one occasion, we
were having a threshing party. The purpose of this was to assemble
as many hands as possible to help in threshing peas. There were
perhaps ten or twelve men present. At such a time, the meals we
were served were a more sumptuous fare than ordinary. This
evening, we were scheduled to have one of my favorite dishes-
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stewed potatoes. However, just before supper, I was sent out to put
the sheep into a different pasture. After fulfilling this chore, I came
home late for supper. The evening meal had been served, and no
stewed potatoes were left over for me. This disclosure made me
furious. I proclaimed that if I could not have what I wanted, I would
starve myself to death.
The following evening, Mother told Father that I had not eaten
anything that entire day, because I was intending to starve myself to
death. Father laughed, and said that she should not be concerned
about me; I would without doubt show up for meals again when I
got hungry enough. On the third day we were going to have
another one of my favorite dishes-rice pudding. My father
approached me and asked if I would like to have some of the rice
pudding. I replied, "No; I am not hungry."
"Very well then," he said. "You come along with me. I will see
that you get some rice pudding anyway." With that, he took me
outside, where he picked up some slender sticks. He led me behind
the buildings, where he gave me a good broadside. It really hurt.
He was very serious, but struck me without anger or passion. I
think now that it was just the way parents ought to punish their
children, strictly and vigorously, but deliberately and without anger.
Of course, then I screamed and yelled loudly enough to be heard
over the whole town. However, I must have continued my refusal to
eat, for he next took me a little farther outside of town, where he
gave me another round, worse than the first. When that did not
seem to change the situation, he took me still farther away, where I
got a third and final going-over. That seemed to overcome the
resistance of Master Jens, and I at last became willing both to resume
eating and to behave myself.
I can assure you that the rice pudding really tasted good when
we arrived home. My good mother kept ladling up the pudding,
and I kept on eating-all while she told me stories about children
who threatened to starve themselves to death and simultaneously
encouraging me to be a good boy.
Never, since that time, have I ever threatened to starve myself.
Instead, in quiet moments, I have often given unspoken thanks to
my worthy father who disciplined me so strictly. In those days, it
was not unusual to beat children, both at home and at school.
Unfortunately, the punishment was not always as well deserved, as
it was in my case. Nowadays, too many parents go to the opposite
extreme, and they let children get by with whatever they please.
Parents are like the indulgent Eli in the scriptures (1 Samuel 2:22-25).
Eli admonished his errant boys often enough, but he never
disciplined them. In dealing with my own children, I have always
followed the counsel of the wise Solomon: "Those who spare the
rod hate their children, but those who love them are diligent to
discipline them" (Proverbs 13:24 NSRV) and "Correct your children
18

before it's too late; if you don't punish them, you are destroying
them" (Proverbs 19:18 CEV).
I have found these to be excellent rules.
Church and Worship Attendance
I am thankful that my parents were both God-fearing people. As
parish bailiff, Father had the duty of reading public announcements
outside the church door after the worship services.
These
announcements served as a kind of community bulletin board. Thus
Father was rarely at home on Sunday mornings. On the rare
occasions when he was at home, he always sat at the end of the table,
where he sang hymns and read from a book of sermons. Mother sat
with folded hands and listened. She had no voice for singing.
Unfortunately, I have inherited that lack of musical talent from her.
On the other hand, there is much good which I have inherited from
her, for which I will be thankful to her to my dying day.
After my confirmation I was reluctant to attend church on
Sunday morning. I much preferred to go hunting or fishing. I can
remember my father saying to me, "If you don't attend church
today, you' re going to become a real heathen, son." In spite of this,
he never compelled me to attend. He probably was familiar with the
old saying, "Someone has to have the worst jobs, said the boy who
had to go to church."
I do remember, however, that I always went with my parents
when we attended services of Holy Communion twice a year. On
Communion Sundays, we never had anything to eat until we
returned from church. I have no recollection of ever being hungry
because of this custom.
Food and Festivals
The food we ate on ordinary days was very plain. We lived
quite frugally. But it was a different story on the great festival times
of the year. I recall Christmas especially. Preparations for that
holiday began several days in advance. It all culminated on the day
of Christmas Eve (Lille Juledag), when the aromas of ~bleskiver and
freshly made klejner filled the house. As evening approached, the
excitement among us children mounted to a summit. We would run
often to the window to peer down the road, as we expected
Christmas to come rolling down the hill. (The Danish word for
Christmas, Jul, was pronounced the same as the Danish word for a
wheel, Hjul). We would pester mother again and again with the
question, "Mother, isn't Christmas coming soon?"
Our meal on Christmas Eve began with a dish called pear-meat
(p~rek0d). It consisted of various kinds of meat simmered in a large
kettle-pork ribs, salted goose, and other meats as well. When the
meat elements were nearly cooked, potatoes and dried pears were
added to the mixture. This dish was a grand treat for us.
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On ordinary days, we all ate from one large platter, set in the
middle of the table. The men and boys and Mother would all be
seated, while the girls had to remain standing. Each had his or her
own spoon, with which to take food from the platter. As a second
course, Mother would ration out a piece of fat pork, meat, or
sausage, and lay it on a big slice of rye bread for each of us. Each
serving was accompanied by a warning to us children from Mother,
to make sure that the meat stuck on the bread. The smaller children
ate by a chair. The girls were required to remain standing, so that
they could easily run in case something was needed.
On Christmas Eve, everything was different, except that the girls
still had to stand and the little ones ate by a chair. It was special that
night to make sure that the livestock were given a proper Christmas
supper. When that was taken care of, the men came into the house
and sat down at the table. That evening, everyone had a plate and,
in addition, the grown-ups had a knife and fork. During the day, we
children had carved our own forks from branches cut from an elder
tree. Before the meal began, one of the older children would be
asked to say a table grace. I was the one who usually was selected to
do this, until I outgrew the role. Then Father would offer a table
prayer of his own, after which he lifted a glass of snaps for a toast,
and wished us all a merry Christmas. Then we all responded,
"Thanks, the same to you!"
Just think! On that night, we were allowed to eat as much of
everything as we wanted. There was no admonition to "go easy on
the meat.'~ When everyone was satisfied, Father would offer a
prayer:
0 God, be praised eternally

For food and drink abundant.
And with all of Your good gifts,
Satisfy our souls in heaven. Amen!
Then we all said, "Thanks for the meal," very ceremoniously,
and the table was cleared. The girls went to the kitchen to wash the
dishes. On such a night, we even had a tablecloth; on ordinary days,
of course, this was not the case. When "washing up" was finished,
everyone gathered again around the table. The hymnbooks were
brought out, and we sang Christmas carols and hymns. At times,
father would read a hymn aloud, such as Brorson's "I denne s0de
juletid."4
After this, we played games, either with cards or with
peberm~dder (marble-size ginger cookies). In the latter game, a person
would say, "Guess how many I have in my fist, and they will all be
yours." If you guessed right, you got all the spoils in the other
person's hand; if you guessed wrong, you had to shell out as many
as you were off. When Father decided that it was bedtime, the
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hymnbooks were brought out again. We sang an evening hymn,
bade each other good night, and toddled off to bed.
Christmas morning, we awoke very early to do our chores. We
boys had to cut hay for the horses (we usually had six horses), clean
the stalls, and so on. The girls milked the cows and cleaned the cow
stable. When we had finished our chores, we trooped into the house
to say to Father and Mother, "Good morning-and a merry
Christmas!" It was customary for them to lie abed on Christmas
morning; normally they were up before the rest of us. Then, we all
drank a cup of coffee; this was a treat denied the children on
ordinary days.
After Father got up, we again sang a Christmas hymn. Then it
was time to get dressed for church. The church was just one English
mile from our house. Upon returning home, we had our noon meal.
This began with rice pudding as a first course. After that we had the
potatoes and "pear-meat" that was left over from the night before. It
seemed only natural to offer a table prayer before each meal on
Christmas Day. There was the breath of festivity and delight in
everything on that day. You have to understand that there was an
enormous difference between this festive time and our day-to-day
routine. There was a mood of sheer joy, which could be seen on each
shining face.
In all the years since, I have never felt such overwhelming
Christmas joy as that which I experienced during the fair days of my
childhood. They are among those days here on earth which
We recall with a sigh, but in vain,
For they have vanished as a dream.
Additional Memories of my Parents and Grandparents
My father's position as parish bailiff took him away from home
frequently. He had nice clothes, and he enjoyed dressing properly.
He was very popular in our parish, especially among poor people.
He tried to help them in any way he could. He also held office as
JorligsmcEgler (a kind of community mediator). If there was a
disagreement between neighbors or between a husband and wife,
their grievances were supposed to have been brought to him first,
before they brought their problems to court. In most cases, Father
was able to bring about reconciliation. He seemed to have a special
gift for getting this accomplished. The art of reconciling hostile
parties was obviously an extremely delicate matter, particularly in
marriages. I sometimes overheard him sharing these problems in
deep confidence with Mother. Of course he never spoke about these
matters to us children. But Mother was his confidant, and he found
encouragement in talking to her when he encountered opposition.
She was always very sympathetic.
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Mother was truly a model homemaker and an image of what a
mother should be. Father could upon occasion become hottempered and severely upset, whereas Mother was always gentle
and loving. She could always manage to be calm and comforting,
especially when there was sickness or adversity. She seemed never
to have any desire to leave the home or to dress up for any special
occasion.
On the rare times when she did go out in public, she had to be
enticed by Father or urged by the older girls to do so. Her
preference as a rule was to remain at home and take care of her tasks
as a homemaker. She had the childlike faith that God was looking
after everything, and that He would manage even the smallest
details for our good.
I have often thought about how fortunate she was to have that
outlook. She was not burdened with a great deal of knowledge, and
thus was spared many of the doubts and anxieties that sometimes
afflict the rest of us, who have been entrusted with greater
responsibilities.
I will just remark that I can remember my father's father dimly.
He was a very old man, with long white hair. He let it grow full
length, as women do, and let it hang loose. I recall that he lived with
my Uncle Didrick, my father's brother, who had the responsibility of
caring for his parents in their sunset years. I even remember that I
once received a coin from him (worth about fifty cents) as a reward
for singing for my grandparents.
Some Comments about Singing and Savings
I have a distinct memory of my little savings bank. It was
yellow, made of cheap chinaware. The largest coin one could put in
it was a Danish dollar. 5 I earned not a few Danish shillings and
other coins by singing for people when I was quite little. One of my
favorite songs was "Den tapre landsoldat" (The Valiant Soldier). 6 It
seems strange that I, with no sign of an ear for music, could entertain
people by singing. But then, it may be that songs from the lips of
children have a greater attraction somehow than the music of adults.
In my case, I want to say that a lot more coins were put into my
savings bank than were taken out. We were taught thriftiness very
early in life. Now that I am old in years, I find myself in the
company of those who shake our heads at the lack of this kind of
upbringing of children today. They are obviously not being trained
to go out as pioneers who will blaze new trails or as settlers in the
forest or on the prairie.
Planning for my Future
Because I was equipped with a good mind and an eagerness to
learn, my father and Schoolmaster S0rensen thought it fitting that I
should become a schoolteacher. However, I would not hear of
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pursuing that course. They would sometimes hold before me a
threatening alternative: if I would not be a teacher, then I would
have to be a tailor. That was just about the worst occupation anyone
could offer me. No, when I was very young, I wanted to become a
musician. Later on, I had another yearning-I wanted to become a
painter. But then, as I grew older and read numerous travelogues
and tales of foreign lands, my desire to travel was awakened.
Sometimes, my vision was to go to Africa or Australia; at other
times, I thought of South America. My parents did not like to hear
me tell about such dreams.
There were really two practical reasons, however, for my wish to
leave Denmark. One was the lack of opportunity at home. I saw
those around me looking to better themselves by marrying someone
with property. I was not happy with the thought of marrying
anyone just to gain a means of livelihood. I had seen my own halfsisters going off into marriage, one by one. A suitor whom she had
n9t previously met would present himself, one after another, and
make his offer of marriage to provide a livelihood for her. Often, she
had no recourse but to accept.
I still remember clearly how a suitor came to present himself to
my older half-sister, Trine. He really had very little to offer. Besides
that, I thought he was rather ugly. When this was going on, I
happened to walk through the kitchen, and there I found her sitting
in tears. She didn't know whether to say yes or no to him. She had
no way of knowing if someone else would come along with a better
offer.
I quite resolutely told her that I would never want to be married
to such an ugly person. She accepted him in spite of my
remonstrance, so that must not have weighed very heavily in the
balance.
My older half-brother made proposals time and again to various
widows, in the hope of becoming the owner of a farm, but he never
met with any success.
The second reason I wanted to leave Denmark was the
compulsory military service. Since my oldest brother had been a
soldier, I had heard all about "the service," which should be called
by its rightful name, "the dis-service." I was convinced that, given
my independent spirit, I could never accept the barbaric tyranny and
iniquity the officers of that day perpetrated on many soldiers.
As time went by, more and more people from M0n set out for
America. We would receive letters from some of these immigrants.
Of special help in overcoming the objections of my parents were the
communications we received from two of my cousins, Peder Jensen
and Jens Jensen, who had crossed the Atlantic to settle near
Waupaca, Wisconsin. So it was, that when the War between the
North and South was over, we at last got the permission we desired
to depart.
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In the winter of 1865-66 I made a trip across the sound to Bog0,
to attend the newly established Navigation School there, in order to
study English. I became acquainted here with the later well-known
rector of the school, Carsten Berg. He was a member of the Danish
Parliament at that time, and was an unusually lovable personality.
He took a liking to me and did his best to try to persuade me to
remain in Denmark. I stayed at the school for two months, studying
English eagerly. It was the only subject I took.
2. Crossing the Atlantic

Translator's note (EAH). There is no doubt that Jens Hansen's decision to
immigrate to America marked a profound change in his life. He has now
related some of the factors that cemented his decision to leave behind so
much that he had loved-his life on the idyllic island of MBn, his gratitude
for the loving concern of his parents, and on the other side, his disdain for
bride selection by the extent of the dowry and his hatred of the military
complex in Denmark. Now, it is fitting to let Jens Hansen tell his own
story of his first voyage to America.
The Disastrous Voyage Aboard The Peruvian
I think it was on the first of May 1866 that I took leave of my
home and, in company with a large group of young people, left for
Liverpool, England, traveling by way of Lubeck and Hamburg,
Germany. From there, we crossed the North Sea to Hull, England
[and traveled by train from Hull to Liverpool]. There was an eightday wait in Liverpool, since there were not enough emigrant ships
available to transport all of us. While we were waiting there, we
heard some rumors of a cholera epidemic in Liverpool.
Nevertheless, on 14 May, I think it was, we finally boarded the ship,

Peruvian.
We had not sailed many days until the first case of cholera broke
out. The epidemic spread at a furious rate. Soon, corpses were
being thrown overboard every day. The bodies were sewed in
canvas bags, with some iron put in at the foot to make sure that they
would sink to the bottom. As soon as a patient died, the body would
be put in this crude container and carried by four seamen on a
stretcher to the ship's railing, where the foot end was placed. If the
deceased was a Dane, a man was on hand to say a few words and
pray a short prayer. After that, the head end on the stretcher was
lifted up, and the deceased slid off, to sink beneath the waves of the
Atlantic Ocean. In one case, the deceased was a Copenhagener
named N age1.
How many were buried at sea in that manner I don't really
know. But there were many. Among them were some big, strong
fellows. One might have had a conversation with them the evening
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before, and when you came up on deck in the morning, you were
informed that they had been buried at sea. I remember seeing one
Swede, who had traveled to America previously. There, he had
earned enough money to go back and get his wife and three
children. Now, it was his lot to watch all four of them being buried
at sea during the course of only a few days. It goes without saying
that the passengers were all stricken with terror.
The
aforementioned Mr. Nagel wrote a song about the voyage. I
remember one verse:
Peruvian! That name forever

Is engraved upon our breasts.
Until our final heartbeat, we will
See its sail, its reef, its mast,
And remember this voyage to a distant coast.
The voyage stretched out for fourteen days before we reached
the New York harbor. The day before land came into sight, I became
sick. I did not doubt for a moment that I would die also, for we had
not seen anyone else survive.
The first onslaught of the cholera caused a massive upheaval of
the stomach with severe vomiting. As soon as this happened to me,
I sat down on the deck and wrote a farewell letter to my parents. I
still have a poignant remembrance of how the tears ran down on the
paper, so that I could scarcely write. I handed this letter to a
companion, requesting him to look after it and post it to Denmark
after I died.
Then some friends helped me into bed. Soon I began having
severe cramps in my legs. This was usually a sign that the end was
near.
I sent a request for a pastor to come and give me the Sacrament
of the Altar. He, a Swedish man on board, sent word back that he
did not have the necessary elements. The next day found us just
four miles outside the New York harbor, where we came alongside
some quarantine ships. I recall how four companions took me under
the arms and legs and carried me up on deck. There, I was put in a
kind of sling chair and lowered into a boat waiting below. There I
sat, momentarily, on one of the rowing benches. Overcome with a
deadly weariness, I slumped to the floor of the boat, stretched out
full length, and lost consciousness. I dimly remember that my
clothes were removed on the quarantine ship, and I found myself in
a bed. At my side stood a trusty friend, who faithfully took care of
me. His name was Peder J0rgensen (a brother of Pastor Jens
J0rgensen.) Together with my cousin, Marie Andersen, they had
volunteered to come aboard in order to be helpful to me. And they
were indeed helpful, both as nurses and interpreters to me of what
was going on. Next to God, I have them to thank that I survived.
25

I don't know how many days went by when I was unaware of
what was going on. When I did regain consciousness, I was weak as
a baby. I had lost just about all of the memory of my earlier life, and
it was only gradually that I gained this back. I began to see rows of
beds. Some held sick people; others had people well enough to
stand up. Now and then, I would get a glimpse of attendants who
were carrying off a dead man or woman, wrapped in a sheet, to
some other room. I have a memory of a bare-legged man wearing
only a shirt, running to the pump to get some water. One
accompaniment of cholera is a severe thirst. The pump was located
in a corner of the room, with a slanting beam just above it.
Inevitably the man would bump his head against the beam. He was
so determined to get water to drink that he failed to mind his head.
Sometimes he bumped his head so severely that he made me shiver.
He would rarely get to drink much water before an attendant came
running. He would take him by the arm and lead him back to his
bed in another room. Later, the same fellow would come back for a
drink, and the same thing would happen again. He would bump his
poor head on the beam, and again be led away.
I remember a big, strong Irishman, who was a stoker on the
Peruvian. He would come also to get water. He brought a basin with
him, the kind that is usually used to wash in. He would pump it full
of water and proceed to drink eagerly, no doubt with the intention of
emptying it. Soon, however, two attendants would come and lead
him away. Because he was so big and strong, it took two men to get
him away from the water. We did suffer from a terrible thirst.
I recall one day when Peder J0rgensen was sitting by my bed
and chatting with me. A poor fellow from Germany came to get
some water, and he too bumped his head against the beam. When I
expressed sympathy for him, Peder asked if I did not remember how
many times I had smacked my own head against that same beam. I
had not the slightest recollection of this. Others told me that I had in
fact been so violent that one of the attendants had to tie restraints on
me in bed. When I struggled so savagely against the restraints, the
bed broke, and he proceeded to drub me with a broomstick. This is
quite believable, because I myself saw several instances of such
cruelty aboard the hospital ship.
Peder J0rgensen was able to procure a soft-boiled egg for me on
a couple of occasions. Both he and my cousins smuggled a little
forbidden ice water to me as well. Later on, I was able to get the
doctor to prescribe some porter (a kind of beer) in a tiny bottle for
my use for a few days. I was warned that I should only drink a little
at a time. I followed his directions carefully, taking only a thimblesized swallow. Then I would look carefully at the bottle to see if the
level of the liquid had gone down noticeably.
I was also
admonished to hide the bottle behind my bed and not let anyone see
me drinking from it. No one was supposed to see that we were
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favored with such extra supplies. In my weakened condition, I
could see no reason for this secrecy, so my supply of beer was cut off
rather soon.
I am sure now that the aid I got from Peder J0rgensen, in
addition to the help of God, is what saved my life. One day, the
ship's carpenter, a Dane, stopped by and looked at me. He said, "I
see that you are recovering. I guess I can tell you now that I already
had your coffin made. But now it has been used for someone else."
He told me that he would go around each morning, to get an idea of
which persons might die that day. From that estimate, he would
build the coffins and determine their size. "You are the only one to
fool me," he volunteered.
I had had opportunity to observe how these plain wooden
coffins were lowered into a boat and ferried to an island for burial. I
learned of these things only gradually as time went by, for even
though I had seen this happening, in my weakened condition, I did
not really know what was going on. I have always said that about
150 passengers on the Peruvian lost their lives. I recently asked
Rasmus Hansen [in Elk Horn] if he knew the exact number. His
count was 124, including both those who died on the voyage and
those who died afterward on the hospital ship. Neither of us has an
exact count, but it has to be close to that figure.

Editor's note (JRC). Under the headline, "Another Cholera Ship, The
New York Times on 31 May 1866 reported "the arrival of the steamship
Peruvian, Capt. Salmon, from Liverpool, with 758 passengers; 35 died on
the passage of cholera, and 28 are now on board sick. They will at once be
transferred to the hospital. The article listed the names of all thirty-five
who had died, including many infants and small children. This list is
neither accurate nor complete. For example, Ignas Nagler, age 27, was
listed as German, but Jens Hansen, who knew him and preserved a poem he
had written, reported that his name was Nagel and that he was a Dane from
Copenhagen. The article concluded, "The hospital-ship Illinois was towed
up to and anchored in the North River yesterday, having on board the
convalescents of the steamship Virginia.
On 7 June 1866, The New York Times noted in another article,
"Latest Cholera Report, that three more cholera patients from the S / S
Peruvian were admitted to the hospital ship Falcon and that five more
Peruvian passengers had died.
John Sharpe Chambers, The Conquest of Cholera, America's
Greatest Scourge (New York: Macmillan, 1938), recorded the total
number of deaths on the 30 May arrival of the S/S Peruvian at 115. He
put the total cholera deaths on ships arriving in New York in 1866 at 872,
mostly on April and May arrivals.
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The Long Recovery in New York Harbor
After the patients began to recover, we were taken to another
ship. It seems I left the first hospital ship too soon. I was under the
impression that we were going ashore, and I insisted that I was now
well enough to do that. Instead, I found that I was only being
transferred to another ship. This, in my estimation, was a poor
exchange, since the food was worse on the second ship.
I recall that once we were allowed to visit another ship, an old
paddle-wheel steamer called the Illinois, where we could meet some
passengers who had escaped the cholera. In the course of this visit,
we had a chance to chat with some of our former fellow passengers.
Hearing about the profligacy that went on aboard that ship, I became
completely disgusted with them. In my heart, I even thanked God
that I had been sick. Who knows what would have become of me, if
I had been subjected to the temptations which came to these young
people who were thrown so closely together for such an extended
time? Being as near to death's door as I was, I had developed a
strong revulsion in me to the sin I was hearing about. I simply could
not even tolerate hearing them tell about the dissolute life they had
carried on.
We were not allowed to go ashore until a certain number of days
had elapsed after the final case of cholera was declared. Whenever a
new case developed, a yellow flag was raised on the Illinois. That
meant that we had to count out more tedious days to remain aboard
ship. Finally, on the seventeenth of July, we landed in New York.
Two and a half months had elapsed since we left home.
Some Later Reflections on Death and Life
Since that harrowing voyage, I have had many times of
reflection on our eternal destiny. I have concluded that when this
earthly body dies and the soul is purified from sin, then the only
thing that matters is that one knows that he or she has the life which
is really alive-that one is what the Bible calls "a new being."
"When anyone is joined to Christ he is a new being; the old is
gone, the new has come" (2 Corinthians 5:17). This new being is not
born of flesh or blood, because we read in the Bible, "I tell you this
brethren: flesh and blood cannot inherit the kingdom of God" (1
Corinthians 15:50). This does not say shall not, but cannot. It is
impossible. Jesus says, "Unless one is born of water and the Spirit,
he cannot enter the kingdom of God" Gohn 3:5). How poor our
human lives would be if we did not have the hope of eternal life!
What kind of happiness could we have here in life, if death were the
end of all!

Translator's note (EAH). One area that is touched only lightly in his
memoirs is Jens Hansen's interest in Christian life and the Lutheran church
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of his time. He himself tells of his youthful connection with the life of faith
in Denmark. He was properly baptized, taught the rudiments of the faith,
and confirmed in his youth, but we get the impression that he was simply
an adherent of the Christian faith. It was not until his close brush with
death on his first voyage to America on the cholera ship that he became no
longer just an adherent, but a disciple of Jesus Christ. Life was never the
same for him after that. Records in the history books tell independently of
his avid interest in the Christian church.
3. The New Land: The First Sojourn in America
Wisconsin
My journey to Wisconsin took seven or eight days. The first part
of the trip was by rail and took me as far as Oshkosh. From there,
we continued by paddle-wheel steamer up the Wolf River to a place
called Gill's Landing. In many places, the river was so jammed with
logs that we had to stop. Some men had to walk out on these logs
and use long poles to push them aside so that we could move on.
When we reached Gill's Landing, we still had ten miles of travel
ahead of us by stagecoach before reaching Waupaca, the goal of our
journey. In this town, we were met by my cousin, Jens Jensen, who
allowed us to rest in his hospitable home. He welcomed me like a
dear brother. I have much for which to be grateful to him. He has
now gone home.
I can still remember the overland journey of ten miles from Gill's
Landing to Waupaca in 1866. We had to drive for quite a distance
through swamp. To make progress possible, logs had been laid side
by side, ten or twelve feet long, to provide a kind of road. This
"corduroy road" was about a mile in length. There was water on
both sides. Our coach bounced up and down, especially at places
where the logs had rotted away. The wheels sank down to the axle.
When we finally reached solid ground, it was very sandy. All the
way to Waupaca, we drove through unbroken forest, except for a
few clearings here and there where the land was being cultivated.
Everything we saw was new and strange to us.
Jens Jensen, our host, lived one mile south of town. His brother
Peder lived four miles north of town. I still remember our first trip
to his place. We had to drive with oxen. The driver walked
alongside the oxen, guiding them with his whip. To me, this was a
very tiresome way to travel, and I thought the journey would never
end. The road wound through stands of oak trees all the way.
Sometimes, the path was so narrow that the hubs of the wagon
wheels rubbed against the trees. If we met another wagon traveling
in the opposite direction, it meant finding a place wide enough for
the wagons to pass each other. Peder Jensen's house was really just
a loosely built log cabin. The logs had only been trimmed partially,
so that some of the cracks between them were large enough to put a
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hand or arm through them. An attempt had been made to caulk
these cracks with clay. As I remember, there were only two rooms in
the cabin.
During my first winter in America, I went out to stay at Peder
Jensen's cabin to chop cordwood. By arrangement, I was supposed
to get the cordwood, for which I was to pay him a dollar for the
firewood and an additional twelve-and-a-third cents per meal for
my board. It was here that I got in touch with the life of new settlers
in its most austere form. Peder Jensen was a tenacious worker, but if
I may be permitted to say it, not very bright. He always got up at
four o'clock in the morning. He would say his morning prayers
aloud, and I could always hear them in the next room where my bed
was located. After that, he went out to work until daybreak, when
he would come in for breakfast. Before eating/ he would say a table
prayer. Mr. and Mrs. Jensen had a four-year-old daughter, and they
wanted to have her learn to pray at table. She tried valiantly for her
age, and always concluded her prayer with "in Jesus name."
However, then she would keep repeating that phrase over and over,
until her father would break in, "That's enough, Frederikke!" After
that, she always ended her prayers by saying, "That's enough,
Frederikke!"
The settlers allowed their cattle to graze unfettered in the forests.
Usually, the cattle of each settler would cluster together, separate
from the other herds. The herdsman would hang a bell around the
neck of one of his older cows. The sound of that bell would enable
him to locate his own cattle and drive them home for the night. I
could never understand how they were able to distinguish the sound
of the bell on their own cows from others, as all of the bells sounded
about the same to me. My cousin confided that this was difficult for
him also at first. There had been times when he had been misled by
what he thought was the sound of a neighbor's cowbell. But now, he
never mistook the sound. However, if he got to the forest too late in
the evening, he might not find his cattle after they laid down for
their night's rest.
One can scarcely imagine how primitive the conditions were for
the pioneer settlers in the Wisconsin forests. It was a rough life for
the Jensens, who started at four o'clock in the morning and
continued until nine o'clock at night, without any nap at noon.
Once, I remember remarking to Peder Jensen that his lot was really
worse than that of the tenant farmers back in Denmark. He retorted,
"You don't have any idea of the wretched circumstances of poor
people in Denmark. My wife was from Stege, M0n; she was often so
weak from hunger as a pupil in school that the teacher would send
her from school to the market to get a piece of bread. From that, she
might get enough strength to learn something." He maintained that
with his modest working skills/ he could not have made a living in
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Denmark. That is why he emigrated to America, and he was very
thankful to be here.
Board and room in the Jensen cabin included very meager meals.
Our coffee was made from burnt wheat, which naturally tasted
nothing like coffee; the only resemblance was that it was black.
Bread was baked from "shorts" (a by-product of milling wheat
consisting of bran, germ, and coarse meal) with a little wheat flour
added. It didn't taste good, but if one were hungry enough, you
managed to get it down.
The worst for me was the lodging we had at night. The bed had
a homemade wooden frame, with holes bored around the edges. A
thin rope was woven through these holes to make a framework that
had a certain "spring" to it. It creaked loudly when you turned in it.
Under me, I had a sack of straw, and for a coverlet, I had another big
sack of hay. When I complained that this did not keep me warm,
more hay was laid on, but that didn't help much. If you understand
that I had to get up at night and go outside to relieve myself when
the temperatures hovered between twenty and thirty below zero,
you will know that a couple of months was all that I could take of
that, and I started to look for other work elsewhere.
By working very hard, I could put up about one-and-a-quarter
cords of wood a day. The following winter, I contracted to sell this
wood to a man for $1.50 a cord.
Not much later, he went bankrupt, and I never got the money.
That was not a very encouraging start for me in America. But I did
not lose heart.
On Christmas Day, my friend, Peder Danielsen, and I were
walking along the street in Waupaca. Passing by the hotel, we met a
man who asked us if we knew of anyone who was willing to work
on a farm. He was offering sixteen dollars a month, and we told him
that we were willing to go with him. His name was Frost, and he
lived at Long Prairie, a place about sixteen miles from Waupaca. He
proposed to drive us to his home the following day. We were to
meet him at the hotel with our things and ride along with him.
The next day, the day after Christmas, dawned unusually cold.
We had a furiously fast ride in the wagon behind his horses-quite
different, I assure you, than the previous journey with the oxen! Mr.
Frost had the notion that if he drove the horses at full speed down
hill, the wagon would coast most of the way up the next hill on its
own momentum. Perhaps there is something to be said for that!
Now and then, we had to get out of the wagon and do some running
ourselves, to keep from freezing stiff.
At last, we reached our destination. I saw to my amazement that
there is also prairie land in Wisconsin. It is not quite like the prairies
of Iowa and Nebraska; nevertheless there was open land, with a
clump of trees here and there. We were quickly put to work felling
trees and hauling them away for firewood. I found it almost
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unbelievable to see the quantity of fuel burned in a single household
in a year, especially when no effort is made to economize. By the
end of three months, we had chopped and piled an enormous stack
of wood.
I must say that we were treated well and enjoyed good meals. I
would like to have stayed there. Mr. Frost offered me twenty-five
dollars a month if I would stay on for a year, and I thought that was
a good offer. But Peder Danielsen wanted to move to Oshkosh,
where a sister of his was living. Reluctant to be separated from him,
I went along with Peder. Mr. Frost kindly drove us back to
Waupaca. Presumably, that was part of our contract, but no doubt
he wanted to look for some replacements for us. He had a big farm
of over 300 acres. I remember that he was willing to sell it for twenty
dollars an acre. It was good land, but it was located a long way from
town. I really don't know what would have been his shipping point.
I have forgotten that, but I know it was not Waupaca, because at that
time the railroad did not reach that far.
Well, we had to take the stagecoach to Neenah, a distance of
about thirty miles, where the nearest railway station was located.
That was quite a ride. Those who have never traveled in such a
contraption will hardly be able to imagine what it was like to ride in
a stagecoach on roads such as they had in that day. The stage was
kind of an enclosed wagon, which was pulled by four horses. The
coach rolled and swayed as badly at times as a ship in the Atlantic
Ocean. I remember one of the women passengers who became sick
to her stomach, and had to throw up several times.
Weird Happenings at the Danielsen Cabin
While I am writing about Peder Danielsen, who was a very close
friend of mine, let me refer also to a remarkable occurrence that I
witnessed in the home of his parents. The Danielsens owned forty
acres of land a few miles north of Waupaca. Only about ten acres of
their farm was under cultivation. I don't know how they were able
to make a living from it, and they really were quite poor. I have a
recollection of one time when I was visiting their home. The father,
Jens Danielsen, was out threshing rye with an old-fashioned flail of
the type that we used at home in Denmark fifty years ago. Peder
and I came to the house, and after entering, sat down to visit with
Mrs. Danielsen and the daughter.
Shortly after, father Jens
Danielsen came into the house and sat down on the edge of the bed.
He said that he felt that he was going to have one of his attacks.
Very soon he was lying down on the bed. His face became distorted,
his legs began kicking, and his arms were thrashing about. All at
once, it was as if some hidden power or force began to lift him from
the bed, two or three feet toward the ceiling. After this had gone on
for a while, he stretched out and began to foam at the mouth. The
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entire episode was terrifying, and I was very ill at ease. Only
gradually did he become calm again.
The following year, there was a recurrence of this same
phenomenon. Both of his adult sons had to restrain him forcibly in
the bed, to keep him from running outside. He seemed to want to
rush outside and peer down into the well. His family was afraid that
he would do away with himself. The neighbors would take turns
watching him at night. Peder Jensen told me that one night, when
he was taking a turn, he decided to let him have his way, within
limits, just to see what he might attempt to do. I don't remember
everything that he told me, but I recall that he described how they
sat on chairs facing each other, very close together.
"Out of me and into you," Jens Danielsen exclaimed, and then
continued to repeat this phrase over and over.
"What is that supposed to mean, Jens Danielsen?" my cousin
asked.
"I'll tell you," he replied. "I want this evil spirit to leave me, and
enter you."
"Well, that is hardly a Christian wish, Jens," said Peder.
"Maybe not," he said, "but I just want to be done with him."
What was this phenomenon, anyway? The family sent for a doctor
once or twice, but he was afraid of him, they told me. Jens Danielsen
was a quiet, peaceable man normally, diligent in attending church,
and respected by those who knew him. I cannot help but think that
there was a great resemblance here to the demon possession
accounts which one reads about in the gospels. I think especially of
that man, about whom it was written that he was thrown both in the
fire and in water, and the demon caused him to foam at the mouth
(Mark 9:17-29).
It seemed that everyone in the neighborhood, including his wife
and the children and even Jens himself, believed firmly that this
affliction was a possession like those described in the Bible. What
else could it have been?
Could it have been a nerve condition, or epilepsy? No, I don't
think so. Those explanations do not seem valid to me. I have to ask,
Are there not spirits-both good and evil-and do they not have
some influence over us human beings? Yes, I think so. We offer
thanks and praise to God that our Lord, while He walked here on
earth, showed that He was more powerful than these spirits. Thus,
what matters finally is that we are in a covenant relationship with
Him, and that we are led by His good Holy Spirit. Only in that way
will we be able to prevail against evil and evil spirits.
I remained in these forest regions until the spring of 1868.
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Nebraska and Wyoming
In the spring of 1868, I left for Council Bluffs, Iowa, having read
in Skandinaven about the good wages that were being paid there. I
found this town crowded with people, and five weeks went by
before I found work in Omaha with the Union Pacific Railway,
which was being made into a transcontinental line at that time. The
wages were two dollars and twenty-five cents per day, with timeand-a-half pay for work on Sundays. This project had been set for
"full steam ahead." Our job was to transport rails and timber across
the Missouri River in barges, pulled by two steam engines.

Editor's note (JRC). On 9 May 1868 in Omaha, Jens Hansen took the first
step in applying for citizenship in the United States by signing a
Declaration of Intention to become a citizen and registering it with the
Clerk of the District Court for Douglas County, Nebraska. This was
required of a non-citizen in order to file for land under the Homestead Act.
As summer came on, the weather became too warm for me. Let
me first relate, however, that I had secured my meals at a boarding
house at first, at a cost of five dollars and fifty cents a week. But
then, I began to team up with a fellow known as "Big J0rgen."
We built a little shanty for ourselves, about ten by sixteen feet,
and there, we took care of our own board. In this way, we saved at
least two dollars and fifty cents a week, and in addition, we became
accustomed to preparing food for ourselves. It never hurts to learn
something!
By 10 July, I was fed up with the oppressive heat, and I left to
work on a section gang near Carbon, Wyoming. At that time, the
railway had not yet reached Green River. While riding on the train,
we could see many antelope, deer, and coyotes. This was not far
from Elk Mountain, on which grew many conifer trees, from which
the company got wood for railway ties. Here, it was delightfully
cool; snow stayed on the mountain peak throughout the summer.
The day-wage was the same as in Omaha, and transportation was
gratis. But after I had worked there for four months, I became weary
of this job. I knew a man in charge of transportation very well, and I
was able to get a pass back to Omaha from him.
When I arrived there, I discovered that "Big J0rgen" and some
other fellows had decided to return to Denmark. J0rgen wanted to
make the trip in order to bring back his fiancee. I came to the
conclusion that I should go with them. As best I remember, it was
on November 16 that we sailed from New York on the steamer, S/S
Erin. 7 Once again, I saw the hospital ship and the other quarantine
ships there in the harbor. It was a poignant reminder of my long
stay there. The ship on which we sailed made very slow progress,
and it took us nineteen days to get to Liverpool.
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Return to My Island Home
There was great rejoicing in my family home, and it was a
strange feeling to see my childhood surroundings again. Actually, I
had not been away very long, so everything was about as it had been
when I left. That is really the way to have such a return visit,
because memories are knitted around each object. I took occasion to
make the crossing over to the neighboring island of Bog0 in the hope
of finding my former teacher, Carsten Berg. I did find him, and he
gave me a tremendous reception. However, he tried to persuade me
to remain in Denmark. He even mentioned that the only daughter of
the wealthy landowner with whom I was lodging was now available
for marriage. She did not suit my taste, however, and I sailed back
to M0n.
As it happened, the ferry landing was close to the home of my
cousin, Rasmus Andersen. It was natural that I should stop to pay
him a visit. And the result of that visit was that I became engaged to
his oldest daughter, Maren Stine. 8
During the course of the winter of 1868-69, I offered some free
courses of instruction in English. Then, in the month of March, I
took a ship again, along with my fiancee and a number of other
young people from M0n, back to America.
4. The New Land: Second Sojourn in America
Back to Nebraska, 1869
Our return trip took us to England and from there to Portland,
Maine. The steamer on which we sailed was the S/S North American
of the Allen Line. 9 We proceeded by train across a portion of
Canada to Detroit and from there to Omaha.
The land journey took eight days. We had to sit on hard wooden
benches, but we were not used to any special comforts, and we were
in good spirits. In Omaha we stayed with my good friends, the
Anders Frederiksen family.
I wanted to go out and look at some land, which I had signed up
for under the Homestead Act. This act, passed in 1862, gave 160
acres of land to any pioneer who would live on this land for five
years, build a house, and clear a certain portion during his time of
residency. I made my way out to that property on foot, about fifty
miles. After I had marked out my acres, I started out on the long
journey by foot back to Omaha. I stopped toward evening at the
place of a rich German farmer and asked him if I might secure
lodging for the night. No, he said, he did not have room, even
though he had a big house and many other buildings. I volunteered
the information that I was walking to Omaha. Since there were no
more houses for a stretch of several miles, I told him that I would be
willing to sleep in the stable. He refused his permission for that, and
so, I had to set out further across the prairie.
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It was not long before the deep darkness of night fell. From time

to time, I had to bend down to feel if I was still on the roadway. At
length, I saw a light up ahead and soon found a house, where I
knocked at the door. An Irishman opened the door a crack and
asked what I wanted. I explained that I had lost my way, and asked
if he would be able to put me up for the night. When he refused, I
asked him if he could tell me where I would find the Military Road.
"It is right here," he replied, as he closed and locked the door.
Thereafter, following considerable fumbling around, I finally
discovered a telegraph pole. There was a telegraph line along that
road, and I knew now that I was within twenty miles of Omaha.
Coming at length to the next house, I groped my way directly to
the stable. Actually, it was only a shelter put up with poles, using
hay for a roof, as was prevalent at that time. I found an empty stall,
and wearily lay down to sleep in some straw. But I had not been
lying there long, until I felt some movement around me. I
discovered that I had joined a brood of pigs, who also had chosen
that bed of straw on which to sleep. After kicking them aside, I
managed to get a little sleep. But it was very early the next morning
that I set my course again toward Omaha.
In the city, it was time to get busy with the purchase of a pair of
mules, a wagon, a plow for breaking the sod, and similar other
equipment. I took out my Homestead papers. It was in May that I
set course toward my future home. "Big J0rgen" accompanied me,
since he too wanted to go out and look at some land. I can tell you
that it was no easy thing to travel with a loaded wagon in those
days. At one place, the wheels sank in the mud, with the result that
the mules simply lay down. That was what those animals did
whenever their hooves sank into spongy ground. As good fortune
would have it, we were able to find a man who was walking his
plow with a pair of big horses. By this time, we were not far from
my property. The name of this man was Thorndike; later his
brother, Isak Thorndike, was to become my nearest neighbor. I
asked him how we were to get across the stream that ran close by
my land. He told me that his neighbor had constructed a kind of
bridge, over which he could make a crossing. This was a big
comfort, as we otherwise would have had to build our own bridge
with the lumber we had brought along.
At last we came to the place where I intended to build my tenby-sixteen-foot shanty. I tied a long rope to each of my mules and let
them wander, as there was not much grass for them to eat at that
time of year. Then we started to work on building the house. It was
nearly dark when I took time out to try to find the mules. I did find
them at length, but then I was unable to find my way home again.
After wandering about a good deal, I finally tied the rope around my
waist, and lay down for some rest and sleep. When I awoke, I was
shivering with cold, and I took off again. I had seen a light earlier in
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the evening. Now I came to the bank of a stream, where a few trees
were growing. I tied the mules to the trees, and then jumped across
the stream. As I approached the house, a couple of snarling dogs
came out to meet me. I was carrying a walking stick, and I used it to
keep the dogs at bay while I shouted with all my might. Finally the
door opened, and a man came out and called the dogs off. When at
last I got close enough to him to explain my situation, the man
invited me to come into the house. He let me share a bed with his
son, a lad between ten and twelve years of age. The man's name was
McBroom, an Irishman. Many years later, he became my closest
neighbor.
The next morning, I bought a couple of large loaves of bread
from Mrs. McBroom. Thereafter, I was able to return happily to "Big
J0rgen," who of course had been highly perplexed by my absence.
He had slept during the night in a half-finished house that he had
discovered close by. We both slept there the following night also.
Then J0rgen left me, to trudge off toward Omaha. From that point
on, I began to plow the unbroken prairie, and continued with the
construction of the house while the animals were resting. I myself
was too busy to think of rest, so I worked as long as I could see to do
anything.
I continued to work with my projects, until one fine day, J0rgen
came driving up with Maren Stine in a one-horse carriage that she
had hired. Maren Stine was anxious; she had begun to think that I
had disappeared entirely. She said that she had written letters,
trying to reach me. Since the nearest post office was twelve miles
away, however, I had not felt that I should waste an entire day just
to go to the post office for some mail that might possibly be there. So
her letters had remained at the post office, unopened.
After that reunion interlude, I continued with my task of
breaking the prairie sod, which was completed in August. I did not
see Omaha again until then. On 8 August 1869, Maren Stine and I
were married there by a Swedish pastor, whose name was Larson. 10
"Big J0rgen" and Anders Frederiksen stood up for us as attendants
and witnesses.
Our first home together was in a little shanty I built on a vacant
lot near the Missouri River. I also built a shed for the mules. I began
to buy hay, bring it into town, and then re-sell it. I drove some eight
miles out in the country to buy it. I remember one trip when my
new wife went along to help me stack some bales of hay for use
during the winter. We had brought along a watermelon to eat, and
it was late in the afternoon when we started back to Omaha. On the
way I began to be ill. My sickness turned out to be an attack of
cholera morbus, a malady much like the real thing in many ways. It
was late at night when we got back to town. By that time, I was so
weak that I could scarcely hold the reins any more. I had to let the
wagonload of hay stand in the middle of the street. We were not far
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from the boundary of the city, which at that time numbered about
20,000 inhabitants. We stumbled along for the last mile, with Maren
Stine supporting me, because I had become so weak. Naturally, I fell
into bed at once. It would not have occurred to us to send for a
doctor in those days. The next day, I sent for a bottle of stomach
bitters. This was all the medicine I took, but I did manage to recover
after a few days. We spent that winter in Omaha.
Our daughter Etta was born on the sixth of February 1870. She
was baptized by the same Pastor Larson who had officiated at our
marriage the previous August. He did make use of the Danish
ritual, which I requested when I learned that he had the Order of
Baptism at hand in this language.
When spring arrived, our family of three drove the fifty miles
out to our homestead in a heavily loaded farm wagon to get started
with our farm work. Admah was the nearest village to our place. It
was with great optimism that we started work on our acreage. We
were able to live in our little ten-by-sixteen-foot shanty. We had to
procure our drinking water from a small hole I had dug out in our
neighbor's slough. I put in seventeen acres of wheat, besides some
rye and barley.
We harvested this ourselves, using a "cradle" to thresh it by
hand power. At times, Maren Stine had to come out and help me,
leaving Etta at home alone on the bed, where she seemed to be
content. As other children were born, we considered ourselves
fortunate that they were healthy and easy to manage. By the next
winter, I had succeeded in building another kind of house. This was
twelve by fourteen feet in size and was banked into the ground as a
protection against the cold of winter. These "sod huts" were typical
of many pioneer homes of that day. The winters of 1869 and 1870
were fairly moderate, but they were followed by a number of very
severe winters.
In order to get cottonwood lumber for poles, I had to drive all
the way to the Missouri River banks. I remember one time when I
left in the wagon about four o'clock in the morning with my
neighbor, Niels Hansen. He needed some poles, and I wanted to
drive to a sawmill in Iowa to buy some poplar wood. Some snow
had begun to fall as we left home. About ten miles on our way, we
encountered some other wagon drivers who had decided to turn
back, and they advised us to do the same. However, we pressed on.
We crossed the Missouri River, which was frozen over, on the ice,
and then we separated. By the time I arrived at the sawmill, there
was about a foot of snow on the ground. We had to pass through
Herman on the homeward trek; we had agreed to meet there after
running our separate errands. For nourishment, I went into a store
and bought some soda crackers for five cents. Since I could not see
Niels Hansen, I drove on. By now, the weather had changed into a
raging blizzard. The snow was blowing into huge drifts, and it was
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terribly cold. I had to get out of the wagon and walk to keep from
freezing. At a place that was still ten miles from home, the wagon
got stuck, and I had to unload it. As I moved on, it got worse. At a
place about a mile from home, I had to leave the wagon behind. I
finally reached home about nine o'clock that night. I later learned
that Niels Hansen got lost, and had to stay overnight at a place two
miles from his home. I had not a few trips like that in those days,
but we took them all in stride with the boundless energy of youth.
Eventually, as our flock of children increased, we had to think
about getting a larger house. In the autumn of 1875, I got a
lumberman to help me for two weeks to get the construction under
way. I completed the rest of the building myself, including the
plastering and brickwork on the chimneys. I could only complete
plastering on one room that fall, however.
By now, we had three children in addition to Etta: Albert, born
in the sod hut in 1871; Harald, born in 1873; and Anna, born in 1875.
My wife, who now had borne four children, was devastated with
homesickness, and wanted to go back to Denmark. So we decided to
travel back to our home country the following autumn.

Translator's note (EAH). In Denmark, Jens Hansen had acquired a real
appreciation of the scholar, hymn writer, and educator, Nicolai Frederik
Severin Grundtvig. Grundtvig's death in 1872 caused ripples across the
Atlantic to the pioneer Danish settlers. When Jens and Maren Stine's
second son was born in 1873, he was named Harald Frederik Grundtvig
Hansen. At that time, the Danish pioneers around Admah had no church of
their own, so they saw to it that Harald F. G. Hansen was baptized, even if
this took place in the district schoolhouse by a Pastor Bentsen.
A group of neighboring settlers met on 24 January 1875 at the home of
H. Frederiksen. They were there to sign a constituting document for a
Lutheran congregation, with a modest church building to be built on land
adjoining Jens Hansen's homestead farm. Jens Hansen signed his name as
a charter member adopting this constitution. The congregation never had a
synodical affiliation but was known as St. Johannes Evangelical Lutheran
Church. Land around the church was designated as a cemetery, and Jens
and Maren Stine's three infant sons who died are laid to rest there, with
only three small stones marking the place of interment. This cemetery is the
only reminder of immigrant pioneer life in this settlement; the plot was
renovated, fenced, and a gate erected. Over this, a sign proclaims it today
as "West Admah Cemetery."
It was a brief five years, from 1875 to 1880, that this small church was
a peaceful meeting place for the Danish settlers around Admah. Jens
Hansen took his miserably homesick wife and their children back to
Denmark from 1876 to 1877 and thus was not personally involved in the
disagreements that arose.
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Editor's note (JRC). The 1870's were years of growing tension in DanishAmerican church life.
The main American Lutheran synodical
organization for Danes was the Norwegian-Danish Conference, established
in 1870. The head of the Conference was a prominent Dane, Pastor C. L.
Clausen, though most members were Norwegians. From 1877, the Danes
affiliated with the Conference had a periodical of their own, Dansk
Luthersk Kirkeblad. Nevertheless, many Danish congregations like St.
Johannes, even when served by pastors of the Conference, refrained from
becoming formal members the organization.
The Conference was sympathetic to the evangelical fervor of the Inner
Mission in Denmark and the Haugean movement in Norway. At the same
time, the seminary of the Conference, Augsburg Seminary in Minneapolis,
promoted a theology of Scripture-based Lutheran orthodoxy.
The
professors, who were all Norwegians, were fervent, combative, and skilled
theologians. 11
In 1872, however, four Danish-American pastors, including three who
had been ordained by the Conference, withdrew and founded what they
called The Danish Lutheran Church in America, as well as a periodical,
Kirkelig Samler. They were influenced by Grundtvig, whose theology was
at odds with the mainstream of Lutheran theology in America. The
Conference theologians were quick to condemn Grundtvig's theology and
issue warnings against affiliation with the new church. The battle was on.
Its repercussions were felt in Danish Lutheran congregations throughout
the land. 12
However, the Danish Lutheran Church in America enlisted strong
support from Grundtvigian circles in Denmark. 13 Askov Folk School
established a two-year course to train pastors for service in America and
sent over their first two in 1874. The Inner Mission in Denmark countered
by sending its support directly to the Conference and its candidates for
ordination to Augsburg Seminary.
During the years 1876-77, when Jens Hansen and his family were in
Denmark, these controversies came to St. Johannes congregation. They tore
it apart.
Translator's note (EAH). The seeds of controversy had been planted and
were growing. The doctrinal contention was over how the Bible was to be
viewed: the Grundtvigians said the Bible contains the Word of God, and
the Inner Mission, in consonance with the majority of Lutheran synods,
that the Bible is the Word of God. Some members of St. Johannes Lutheran
Church, weary of the intransigence of those adhering to the Grundtvigian
point of view, decided to withdraw from the congregation.
They signed a formal agreement of separation on 3 July 1880 to
constitute another St. Johannes Lutheran Church, situated just a few miles
east and north in Burt County, Nebraska. This breakaway congregation
began to function 24 February 1881, as some fourteen men adopted a
constitution at the congregation's parsonage. The Rev. A. M. Andersen
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was pastor and president; P. C. P. Munk was named secretary. 14 The entire
community, comprised of the church, cemetery, and parsonage, formed a
tiny settlement known as Argo. The following year, on 5 May 1881, a
meeting of the congregation was held at the parsonage to elect a delegate to
the upcoming convention of the Norwegian-Danish Conference.
Argo is well known in Danish-American church history as the place
where the so-called "Blair Church" was organized on 12 September 1884 by
Danes formerly associated with the Conference, and where Trinitatis
Seminarium, which grew into Trinity Seminary and Dana College, was
established that same year, with Pastor A. M. Andersen as its first
president. 15

My father,

Albert Hansen, born in 1871, has recorded a few of his own
memories of that little building that was known as St. Johannes Evangelical
Lutheran Church:
It was a very small structure, and services were not held very

regularly. The congregation was served once a month or so by
clergymen from Omaha - Pastors Bodholdt and Gydesen, and later
by Pastor Peder Kjelhede.16 These men came to us by train as far as
Hooper, where someone from the congregation would meet them
with a team and wagon. They would come on a Saturday and
usually remain over until Monday. The services were well attended,
for the gatherings were not only a religious service but also a social
event. All the member families would be sure to attend- men,
women, children, and babies as well. They would arrive early, in
order to have time to visit before the service as well as afterward. As
soon as the pastor had pronounced the last "Amen," the men began
to light up their pipes, even before leaving the church, and then the
visiting began. It was not usually the sermon that was discussed,
but the more familiar topics, such as crop prospects, livestock, state
of the farm work, and family affairs.
In the summer time especially, the families would gather in the
afternoons for an outdoor meeting at the house where the pastor was
being hosted. There would be further visiting. Instead of coffee (the
staple element of present-day church socials), lemonade was served
to the women and a keg of beer was on tap for the men.
It goes without saying that it was a gala day for us children and
young people, who had comparatively few chances to get together for
social times.
Rev. A . P. W. Bekker became the first resident pastor at St.
Johannes Church, about 1884 or 1885. He was not really a full-time
pastor, as the compensation offered him was so little that he could
not possibly live on it. He got to live on small farm, which he was
obliged to operate in order to earn a living for himself his wife, and
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three children. My sister Etta and I were confirmed in St. Johannes
Lutheran Church.
5. My Third Trip Back to Denmark
Denmark in 1876-1877
At the end of October 1876, we left from Omaha and traveled by
rail via St. Louis, Philadelphia, and Baltimore to New York. There
was a World's Fair in Philadelphia at the time we passed through,
but we did not think that we had the means to stop and see that. We
arrived in New York a little before midnight, and then walked the
long way from the station down to Washington Street, where I had
customarily found lodging.
We sailed on the Hamburg American Line and landed at
Hamburg. From there, we proceeded up to Kiel. From there, we
sailed to Denmark and landed at Kors0r, then on to Vordingborg,
where our family split up. My wife continued to her old home in
western M0n with three of the children, while I took Harald and
went on to Copenhagen, as I wanted to care for some financial affairs
there.
I found lodging at the establishment of a German innkeeper. As
it happened, it was his birthday, and that evening, he was
celebrating the occasion with three companions. It allowed me to
view at first hand an example of the kind of drunkenness that can be
found in Denmark. The fellows were draped around a table and did
nothing but imbibe various kinds of liquor and tell stories from early
evening until midnight. I don't know whether they were able to get
home by themselves or not, as I had gone to bed. I know, however,
that our host was up the next morning in good time, and he put out
a big breakfast for us. Harald, who was with me, had requested
water to drink, as he did not like the taste of beer. The bartender
scolded him for this, and said, "Can't you drink some beer, you
lout?" Harold still insisted that he wanted water to drink, but there
was no money to be made in serving water to customers.
After I had completed my business errands, I traveled directly to
the home of my parents in eastern M0n. For the next eight months,
they provided lodging for me and my two boys. My wife and the
girls were staying with her parents at Lille Damme. On 15 May
1877, our daughter, Marie, was born there. She was baptized in
Stege Church on 24 June by Pastor Hans R0rdam.
Our original intention was to remain in Denmark, but as time
went by, I gradually became convinced that our most reasonable
course would be to return to America. On the eighth of August, we
headed west across the ocean once again. I was eager to get back to
our homestead farm in Nebraska.

42

6. The New Land: In America to Stay
Crossing the Atlantic Westward Again
When I made my second trip from Denmark to America in 1869,
I had brought 800 dollars with me, in twenty rigsdaler gold pieces.17 I
had concealed them in a money belt around my waist, and they were
heavy. However, I cannot remember that I took that money belt off
at any time during that journey. When we arrived in Portland, I
exchange my gold coins for paper currency. Each gold rigsdaler was
worth $1.45 in currency, so I now had $1,100 in American money.
When we reached Omaha, instead of depositing my money in a
bank, I entrusted it to my good friend, Anders Frederiksen, who was
a workingman of modest means. He was completely trustworthy.
However, at that time I had to spend a large part of these reservesfour hundred dollars for a pair of mules, seventy dollars for a
wagon, thirty-two dollars for a sod plow, and so on.
But now, it was 1877. Again, when I traveled to America, I had
my money concealed in a belt around my waist, but I couldn't stand
to wear it all the time. So at night, I hid the belt under my pillow,
and in the day, I kept it in our food basket. This was quite risky, but
apparently no one was aware of it. Our bunks were on the middle
deck, where they were arranged in sections. Each passenger had a
sleeping space of only two by six feet. Albert was in Number Seven,
my wife in Number Eight, Anna in Number Nine, I was in Number
Ten, and Harald in Number Eleven. The other numbers were
occupied by total strangers whose language we did not understand.
Between each section of twelve bunks was a small passageway, to
allow us to get in and out of bed. There were tables with benches
alongside, where we could sit down to eat. The fare was very plain.
We had brought along a large food basket, containing rye bread,
butter, and other items. (Just now it comes to mind that my wife,
along with Etta and Marie, had quarters in Second Class on the
voyage from Hamburg to New York It was when we were on the
way back to Denmark that we were all on the middle deck) We
were given coffee for breakfast and tea for supper, but we found
both the coffee and the tea to be undrinkable. However, we had
brought along with us coffee beans and tea leaves. By tipping a
steward, we could get some boiling water from the galley and fix a
little coffee or tea for ourselves once in a while. At noon, we would
get boiled potatoes and meat, or perhaps some bacon.
We managed to get along somehow, but it was otherwise a
rather dreary two weeks that it took us to cross the Atlantic. The
time seemed to pass very slowly, and it was a great relief to us when
we heard that land had been sighted. Probably it was worse for
Columbus on his first voyage, since he did not know if he would
reach land, or if he might sail into an abyss from which he would
never return!
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The journey home to Denmark had, of course, put us rather far
behind in our farm operation. Also, economic conditions for farmers
continued to be slack for many years. For several years, I was not
well myself.
Later my wife suffered from some infirmity that caused great
weakness. This debilitation kept her abed for about six years.
During that time, we had three sons, who all died in infancy. A
daughter, Julia, was born in 1878. A son, Christian, was born in
1880. After the sons who died in infancy, Carl was born in 1884, and
our daughter Emma was born in 1890. Those were tough and
difficult years, but at last, Maren Stine was able to be up and about
again. Our children managed to thrive somehow, in spite of all these
difficulties, and they learned early in life to be helpful. They were
not brought up for a life of idle pleasure, as many youngsters are
today. The pleasures they had were more wholesome than those of
most city children. The boys had a good time playing by the brook
that ran through our land. They built a dam to form a pond, where
they could swim and sail their boats. They learned self-sufficiency
early in life. I have the opinion that the more children are
accustomed to poverty in their youth, the better it is. It does not
seem natural to me for children to be rich; the more elaborate their
toys, the less they enjoy them.

Editor's note (JRC). Meanwhile, internal tensions continued to
disrupt proceedings of The Danish Church, to which Jens Hansen and his
family belonged, and this added to the disruption in their lives as well. The
church had been founded by Grundtvigians but also included Inner Mission
supporters. Tensions between these groups came to a head in 1891, forcin?s
the church's seminary in West Denmark, Wisconsin, to close in 1892. 8
The head of the folk school in Elk Horn, Iowa, offered his school as a new
seminary, but only on condition that the Dansk Folkesamfund (Danish
Folk Society), a strongly Grundtvigian organization within The Danish
Church, be dissolved. The plan collapsed when the two former professors
from the West Denmark seminary, Thorvald Helveg and P. S. Vig, refused
to join the seminary faculty in the new location. In the following years,
partisans of the two factions aligned into increasingly hostile camps, and in
1894, The Danish Church was torn apart. 19
The Inner Mission group formed a new body called the Danish
Lutheran Church of North America (the "North Church"), and the folk
school in Elk Horn became its preparatory academy and seminary. In 1896,
the Blair and North churches merged to form the United Danish
Evangelical Lutheran Church (UDELC). Trinity Seminary merged with
the school in Elk Horn until 1899, when the whole institution was moved
back to Blair and soon evolved into Trinity Seminary and Dana College.
The Elk Horn school lingered on as a local academy for a few more years
before it closed. 20
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Meanwhile, The Danish Church took steps to establish a new
preparatory school and seminary of its own, Grand View College in Des
Moines. 21
The Hansen family found itself close to the eye of the storm in all these
developments of the 1890's.
Elk Hom, Iowa
In 1892, I bought the farm of George Bruhn in Elk Horn, Iowa,
and moved to that village in 1894. Between those two years, we
farmed both places, one in Nebraska and the other in Iowa. We had
just arrived in Elk Horn when a split took place in the Danish
Lutheran Church. This was a tragedy for me, since my reason for
moving to Elk Horn was to enjoy this center of Danish church and
school life.
When I now look back on that unfortunate split, I wonder how I
could allow myself to be persuaded to go along with the attempt to
solve this ecclesiastical problem involving church property by means
of a lawsuit in a secular court of law. I would like to go on record
now that I deem it absolutely improper and unchristian to go to
court about matters involving church and church property. I had
this conviction before I came to Elk Horn. Even though I "dragged
my feet" in every way I could, I nevertheless went along. More
correctly, I allowed myself to be driven along with the current. No
one could persuade me now to become involved with anything like
that.
At this time of my life, I have the conviction that when it comes
to doctrinal disputes, you have to let each person have his own
viewpoint. The views of all of us are limited and incomplete.
Whenever we become involved in spiritual questions, we soon get
beyond our depth. We are materialistic; we are, as Paul says in 1
Corinthians 3:1, "men of the flesh." We belong to this world.
Because Paul also says (1 Corinthians 15:50) that "flesh and blood
cannot inherit the kingdom of God," it is only as we begin to grow
spiritually that we can begin to understand some of the things which
belong to the world of the spirit.

Translator's note (EAH). In 1894, Jens Hansen left his prairie homestead
and moved to Elk Horn, Iowa. This village was at the center of the largest
settlement of Danish immigrants in the country. Jens had become a good
friend of the Folk School leader there, Kristian Anker. He felt sad when that
school and its leaders were moved to Blair, Nebraska, to become a part of
Trinity Seminary and Dana College. Elk Horn had become a center for
Inner Mission activity, with Elk Horn Lutheran Church being a part of the
Association. Some other smaller churches in the surrounding area had
aligned themselves with The Danish Church of Grundtvigian persuasion.
Jens Hansen had many friends among the people of both persuasions in that
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community. He found himself among the delegates to the convention of The
Danish Church. That convention was held at Carlston, Minnesota, in
August 1894. According to the minutes of this convention,
Jens Hansen from Elk Horn, who had been working hard for the
seminary project during the year, now rose to present a resolution to
the convention. It proposed:
A. The Synod is to break ground for a sizable university
building as soon as possible. The plan is to be executed in such a
way that it can be built step by step. The section for the seminary
should be completed in the summer of 1895 . . .
B. The Synod is to lay the foundation for a building in Des
Moines as soon as possible . . . The name of the school is to be The
University of the Danish Evangelical Lutheran Church.
It would seem that my grandfather shot considerably over the mark

with this proposed title. But it is true that, out of this resolution, Grand
View College came into existence in Des Moines.
In 1895, it appears that Jens Hansen was on the Building Committee,
along with Pastor Peder Kj1Jlhede, his friend from early days on the
Nebraska prairie. Kj1Jlhede records in his history of the Danish Church and
Grand View College that Jens Hansen was commissioned to make a trip to
Blair, to take a look at the school there. One wonders whether, on this trip
to visit Trinity Seminary and Dana College, he might have had a
consultation with the president of that school, Pastor A. M. Andersen.
They had both lived as fairly close neighbors in the Admah-Argo vicinity.
It appears that Jens Hansen was not impressed with the layout on the
Dana-Trinity hill in Blair. In any case, they chose as an architectural
model for the school in Des Moines a school building in Bedford, Virginia,
Belmont Seminary.
This bit of history is cited to show that Jens Hansen became intensely
involved in that division (Grundtvigian) of the Danish Lutheran Church to
which he gave his allegiance.
A Little Commentary, Written in 1917
When the great World War broke out, I thought this might
occasion a spiritual awakening among our people, and that they
would seriously turn to God. At first, it seemed like something of
that nature might happen. But as things went, the very opposite
seemed to have happened. People became so crack-brained that
even tenant farmers in Denmark began to speculate on the stock
market. I remember that my brother Hans did this and apparently
made a large sum of money as a result. I wrote to him pointedly,
and warned him of the end that would assuredly result from such
dealings. Later on, he wrote to me and thanked me for the warning.
He indicated that he probably would have lost everything when the
market collapsed.

46

Here in this country, it seems that people have been overtaken
by a frenzy of gambling. It broke out in a special way with real
estate deals. People around here were paying three or four hundred
dollars an acre for land that would never be able to produce an
income of more than one hundred dollars in return. Day laborers
were getting five to ten dollars a day in wages. Farm workers were
being paid from seventy to eighty dollars [a month]. Did they then
save this money? Far from it; it rolled out faster than it entered.
Every young fellow bought silk shirts for himself, and an
automobile, and everything else imaginable. At the same time, rich
farmers became poor; it began to look as if half of the farmers in
Iowa would go bankrupt if the country's finances did not improve.
The outlook for that happening seems distant. Merchants are
approaching bankruptcy because of the credit that has been
extended. Strange as it seems, the people who bought on credit were
in the places where the money was flowing fastest.
Furthermore, the women began to dress themselves in silk.
They wear high-heeled shoes, which seem to be about half the size of
their feet. Another example of this excessive spending could be seen
at funerals. It seemed that it was becoming impossible to find space
for the gigantic displays of greenhouse flowers sent in memory of
the deceased. The burial casket cost several hundred dollars, and
the grave marker was proportionately expensive.
And what is the result of all this profligate spending? People are
being de-christianized-especially the young people. They all want
to make a fling of entertainment; they over-spend on clothes, play
various ball games, go to movies, drive around in automobiles, and
so on. The result is the suffocation of any serious thought they
might have.
One of the Danish hymns we sing at Christmas is (as updated by
Grundtvig):
In poverty You came down to earth,
You ennobled penury and wretchedness.
The Christmas gospel tells of the baby who was "wrapped in
swaddling clothes and laid in a manger." I often wonder if people
give any thought to what they are singing or reading. Perhaps one
should not expect anything else in times of war.
I look at Revelation 16:10-11, where the seven last bowls of
wrath are poured out on mankind: "Men gnawed their tongues in
anguish and cursed the God of heaven for their pain and sores, and
did not repent of their deeds."
It seems to me that real life can only flourish in poverty. I was
talking recently with Aage M0ller, who has lately returned from
Danevang, Texas. There had not been any harvest there for three
years. In spite of this, they filled the church at three meetings on
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both Sundays that he was there. I will only refer to the Letter of the
Apostle James, for those who are willing to read it.

Epilogue (EAH)
The words above appear to be the last we have from Jens Hansen's
account, Excerpts from the Course of My Life. There are doubtless
portions of his seventy-seven years of life that the reader would like to know
more about. What follows is an effort to supplement Jens Hansen's story
with information acquired since its first publication -in records kept in
archives, along with comments at the end of his life from contemporaries
who knew him well.
In 1908, Jens Hansen's brother, Hans Hansen, made a trip to America.
He had married Balette Hjortenberg, a daughter of a well-to-do mill
operater in Killerup, near Kale Melle. All in all, this couple had fourteen
children, the last born in 1896. The reunion of these two brothers, Jens and
Hans Hansen, in Elk Horn after years of separation must have been
heartwarming for both.
Not content simply to live a life of retirement in Iowa, Jens and Maren
Stine made one or more trips to California from Elk Horn. The translator,
their grandson, had a glimpse of their western visit through the eyes of an
elderly woman who became acquainted with them out there and sent him
this letter some fifty-six years later:
My husband and I took a trip to California in 1911. At
that time the town of Solvang was just in the making, and we
decided to look it up ... There we met your grandparents
(Jens and Maren Stine Hansen). We all attended the first
Danish Lutheran church service out there, held by Pastor J.M.
Gregersen in Solvang. There was a hotel in Solvang where we
stayed in 1911, as did your grandparents. They had come up
from Santa Barbara to spend the week of the fourth of July.
They had been living in what formerly had been a water
tower. There were two rooms, one above the other. The
ground floor had cooking facilities, plus bed space. We were
invited to stay in the upper apartment for a few days. We
enjoyed our time there very much.
Your grandpa went swimming every day. Grandma
went with him, and paddled around in the water. Soon she
could swim also, an accomplishment of which she was very
proud.

The Golden Wedding Celebration, August 1919 (EAH)
Jens and Maren Stine Hansen were privileged to celebrate their Golden
Wedding Anniversary in August of 1919. The celebration was held in the
Forsamlings Hus (Gymnasium) at Kimballton, with about 200 relatives
and friends on hand to pay their respects to the "esteemed couple." The
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occasion was described in the local newspaper, The Elk Horn-Kimballton
Review:
Mr. and Mrs. Jens Hansen were married in Omaha,
Nebraska on August 8, 1869. Shortly after their marriage they
moved to Admah, Nebraska, where they took up a
homestead. They worked and improved this property until
1897, when they purchased the George Bruhn farm in Elk
Horn. They have made their home on this place ever since.
Of their nine living children, all were present except two
daughters: Anna Hansen of Los Angeles and Marie Bruhn of
Niagara (near Larimore) North Dakota. These, and twenty
grandchildren, "helped to honor and pay their respects to the
aging ancestors of their clan on their 50th wedding
anniversary."
The Rev. Peder Kj0lhede of Grayling, Michigan, who in
his young days was pastor of the congregation at Looking
Glass (near Lindsay), Nebraska, had made trips occasionally
to the little church at Admah to render ministerial service. He
was able to come to the event, and that brought great joy to
the Hansens to meet again with their friend from the early
pioneer days on the prairie.
A most delicious supper was served to the guests, and
this festive meal was followed by speeches given by the Rev.
Kj0lhede, Rev. J. J0rgensen, Dr. Peder S0e of Kimballton,
Albert Hansen of Harlan, Rasmus Hansen of Elk Horn, and
Hans Madsen, who all spoke to the honored couple and the
family.
During the evening, four songs written for the occasion
were sung. The Kimballton band, of which Chris [son-in-law
Christian] Hansen is a member, rendered several selections,
and helped with their music to make the party a success.
The evening continued with visiting, songs, etc. Jens
Hansen and Rev. Kj0lhede and some other "old timers"
related their experiences in the pioneer days. Jens Hansen
told how he and his wife, after they were married, drove all of
the 60 miles from Omaha to Admah with a team of mules.
When they finally arrived at their homestead acres, there was
no place to sleep, so they lay down in the tall grass, and had
the mules grazing around them.
Yes, them was the good ole days, when there were some
hardships. All of us of the younger generation owe much to
the old pioneers who built up the country, and made
everything so easy for us. Mr. and Mrs. Hansen are both in
good health, and it is the hope of all of us to meet again in ten
years for the celebration of their diamond wedding
anniversary.
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Jens and Maren Stine Hansen with their children, 1919

The End of the Journey (EAR)
In the winter of 1921-22, Jens Hansen began to notice a weakening of
his energy. A medical examination revealed that he had cancer of the liver.
His health declined rapidly, and he passed away quietly in the morning on 6
December 1922. The funeral service was held at Immanuel Lutheran
Church in Kimballton on 8 December. The pastor of the church, Rev. J.
Jergensen, led the worship and preached at the funeral in the church. Jens
Hansen's body was laid to rest in the Kimballton cemetery.
A Final Tribute from his Pastor and Friend,
Rev. J. J0rgensen

Jens Hansen and I were sitting together talking one day, when
the publication Dannevirke arrived. Jens Hansen scanned the pages
eagerly. "No, it is not here," he said. "I expected that it would be,
because I have sent in a little further addition to my memoirs. I
expect that it will show up in the next issue." Neither of us
anticipated that day that the next issue would bring the final words
of his memoirs, as well as a notice of his death.
Let me say at once that it was no misfortune that Jens Hansen
died. He had been preparing for his death for some time. He was
personally assured that the bondage of death had been broken, and
that death for him would mean going home to be with the Lord. So
let me pen this little tribute to his memory.
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"Jens Hansen of Elk Horn" was probably the name by which he
was best known, even after he had moved to Kimballton. Let me say
that the first name by which I knew him was "Sognefoged's Jens" in
Raabymagle, on the island of M0n, in Borre Parish.
It was as a 23 year-old bachelor that "Sognefoged's Jens"
immigrated to America in the spring of 1867. On the voyage an
epidemic of cholera broke out, which was followed by a long period
of quarantine in the New York harbor. The illness was terrible, and
many died. Jens Hansen also came down with cholera. The doctors
had given up hope of his recovery. His coffin had even been made
and nailed together. But his death was not to come at that time. In
spite of everything, he recovered, and he never was put in that
coffin. "I was at the portals of death," he recounted later. This
survival had a profound effect on his world view.
I shall not go into other details of his life. It is only recently that
he has published his life story himself, based on records that he had
kept in his diary.
Two years later he returned to M0n, and there became engaged
to Maren Kirstine Rasmussen, who at the age of 18 was to become
his bride. Their marriage took place on August 8, 1869, and they
made their home for many years in Nebraska. It was not easy for
them to make a go of it, but as good stewards, they were diligent
and persevering. The Lord blessed their labors, and they were able
to become independent and reasonably well-to-do. They had a large
family of twelve children; of these, nine are still living.
Jens and Maren Stine purchased a farm in Elk Horn in 1894, and
later moved there. It was doubtless the HiiJjskole (Folk School) and
the Danish congregational life there which were the special
attraction. Jens Hansen was a person whose eyes were open to the
various movements in life around him, and he became involved in
many worthwhile causes. He was an avid reader, and for a number
of years he traveled a good deal. He and his wife made a number of
trips to California, both of longer and shorter duration.
It was easy for him to engage people in conversation. He got to
know that there are many good people, outside the boundaries of
our own community, who have a different life style and world view
than our own. So his own intellectual circles were broadened, and
his sympathetic heart was opened to a wide spectrum of interests
and causes.
Very significant, it seems to me, was a dream he had a few years
ago, which he shared with me only recently. The way he related it
went something like this: "I saw a great multitude," he said. "The
people were all moving along in the same direction. The crowd of
people became bigger and bigger, and it seemed to me that they
were all headed for the opening of some kind of tunnel that led
underground. In the midst of this crowd I saw my father. He
beckoned to me to come and join the procession. We followed the
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way that led underground. Suddenly it was as if a great portal
opened, and a brilliant light shone out upon us. When my eyes
adjusted to this light, I saw that we had entered an immeasurably
large temple, which this multitude completely filled. Before the altar
stood a Being of ineffable light and clarity. This was the Lord
himself. He raised his right hand, and everyone became quiet. With
a marvelously melodious voice, of remarkable authority, He said,
'Receive, all of you, the same language!' A kind of current passed
through me, and I was overwhelmed by what He said-as were all
who were there. His word creates what is spoken. After this Jesus,
for that is who He was, stepped down to the nave, and I got the
impression that He was coming right toward me. Instead, He first
approached a woman beside me, and laid His hand upon her head. I
was so entranced that I woke up. That dream left such a vivid
impression on me; it seems constantly that I can see it all before me
still."
I think that the boundaries which language creates between
people bothered Jens Hansen considerably. He really was not one
whom you would call a spiritual giant. He was simply a devout,
deep, wholesome, and warmhearted Christian. How simply and
trustingly he would pray for what was on his heart! Sometimes he
would pray for his many friends, both young and old. If he heard of
someone who was sick or in need, he would exclaim, "I've got to
include him or her on the list of those I am praying for!" He prayed
not only for individuals, but for the congregation, for the church at
large, and for the cause of missions. Such intercessors are true
friends.
He was very thrifty and careful in what he spent upon himself.
He said about himself that it was a temptation for him to be
avaricious. He fought against this temptation, however, by giving
generously to enterprises that would extend and enrich human life.
He was indignant at anything which seemed to be frivolous, sensual,
luxurious, or vainglorious.
He could not endure crass selfindulgence in the face of the great needs of many people for basic
necessities, such as the poor, the ailing, and the homeless. He had a
great concern for people without God. He has commented on these
concerns in his own writings. He was also opposed to lavish parties
and expensive entertainment of guests. As an exception, however,
he was very appreciative of the expensive wedding anniversary
splurge which his children had arranged for him and his wife in
celebration of their Golden Wedding on August 8, 1919. He found a
special joy in the fact that his old friend, Pastor Kj0lhede, came all
the way from Michigan for that celebration.
May God give joy to his soul, and grant him a blessed
resurrection!
Pastor J. J0rgensen, Kimballton, Iowa.
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1

Dedication to Matthew. I hope that the reading of your great-great
grandpa's story may give you as much pleasure as it did for me to
translate and edit it. May you be inspired by the story of your grandpa's
grandpa to follow his example of courage, faith, thrift, and Christian
concern for others, as I have been. Grandpa Ed. February 20, 2009.
(EAH)
2
He wrote that there were four children in the first marriage, but there six
children, according to Frede Jensen, The Frederick Family. Two of them
may have died as infants. (EAH, JRC)
3
Klintem0ller, literally, "Miller by the Chalk Cliffs." The position of miller
in those days was beyond that of being an ordinary farmer. It was a post
that put one in the public eye. Besides this, it provided a good livelihood
for the mill manager, as he took a good fee for his services. By the time of
Jens Hansen's boyhood, the mill had been sold to the Klintholm Estate,
and the operator in grandfather's time (after 1835) was a man named Hans
Nielsen. Frede Jensen provides some interesting sidelights on this man:
"Nielsen carried on the mill operation so well that he became a very
wealthy man. It was said that he used a bushel basket to measure his
money. Rumor had it that he did so well in making money, that even in
the grave he had no rest from financial affairs. It was said that after his
death he could still be seen at night, sitting in his place at the mill
counting his profits." Nielsen accordingly would have been the Parish
Council member who copied the wrong figure from the pastor's record.
Thus he would be the one who was responsible for Jens Hansen's failure
to win the ten Danish marks that he had hoped to receive. (EAH)
4
"This Happy Christmastide" in J. C. Aaberg's Danish-American
translation. QRC)
5
The daler or rigsdaler (1854-73) was a large silver coin, about the same size
as the old U.S. silver dollar. Silver coins were issued in denominations of
two, one, and one-half rigsdaler as well as sixteen and four skilling, and
copper coins for one and one-half skilling were also struck. See Kirsten
Bendixen, Denmark's Money (Copenhagen: National Museum, 1967), 93-7.
QRC)
6
On this famous Danish song from the year 1848, see Finn V. Nerland, "A
Danish Soldiers' Song in America," The Bridge 1999, 22/1-2: 11-21. QRC)
7
S/S Erin of the National Line was launched in 1864 and carried passengers
between New York and Liverpool for a quarter-century.
See
<http:/ /www.norwayheritage.com/p_ship.asp?sh=erina>, accessed 8
September 2009. QRC)
8
When she registered with the authorities at the time of her emigration, she
was listed as Maren Kirstine Rasmussen, age eighteen, from Fanefjord on
M0n, bound for Omaha, Nebraska, USA. QRC)
9
SIS North American of the Allan Line was launched in 1856 and sailed from
Liverpool to Quebec on some crossings and to Halifax and Portland on
others. These routes were shorter and faster than sailing to New York.
See <http:/ /www.norwayheritage.com/p_ship.asp?sh=norta>, accessed 9
September 2009. QRC)
10
Sven Gustaf Larson (1833-1904) immigrated from his native SmAland in
1858, attended Augsburg Seminary in Chicago, was ordained in 1861, and
served as a pastor of the Augustana Lutheran Synod in Omaha 1868-71
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11

and in Alma, Nebraska, 1871-78. See Conrad Bergendoff, The Augustana
Ministerium (Rock Island IL: Augustana Historical Society, 1980), 16. QRC)
James S. Hamre, Georg Sverdrup: Educator, Theologian, Churchman
(Northfield MN: Norwegian-American Historical Association, 1986), gives
a fine picture of Augsburg Seminary's leading figure. See also E. Clifford
Nelson and Eugene L. Fevold, The Lutheran Church Among NorwegianAmericans, volume I (Minneapolis: Augsburg Publishing House, 1960).

ORC)
There is an extensive literature on these events, which are summarized
well in Henrik Bredmose Simonsen, Kampen om danskheden: Tro og
nationalitet i de danske kirkesamfund i Amerika (Aarhus: Aarhus
universitetsforlag, 1990), 22-29. (JRC)
13
Officially, the new body was known as the Danish Evangelical Lutheran
Church in America (Det danske evangeliske lutherske Kirke i Amerika).
(JRC)
14
It would be of great interest to know if Pastor A. M. Andersen and Jens
Hansen ever met in their close proximity there on the Nebraska prairies.
Andersen had been called as pastor of the Argo church, to serve it and
several other small Danish churches scattered in that part of Nebraska. In
1884, he made a trip to Denmark, at the request of the pioneer settlers, to
try to secure affiliation there with Indre Mission. The least he hoped for
was recognition of and support for the church body that was being
formed in the year of 1884, The Danish Evangelical Lutheran Church
Association in America. Andersen's trip was not successful in achieving
its purpose, but he did recruit some young Danish men to become the first
students at the theological seminary about to be started. Returning from
Denmark in September 1884, Andersen came back to his parish at Argo,
barely in time to vote in favor of the new Association. He was also
therewith appointed leader of a committee of five men to establish a
theological training school. He also was made editor of the new
organization's paper, Dansk luthersk Kirkeblad. Serving seven churches, he
built a house in Blair and moved there. The home of Pastor and Mrs. A.
M. Andersen became the site of Trinitatis Seminarium, which opened as a
school in the fall of 1884. (EAH)
15
The official name of this body was The Danish Evangelical Lutheran
Church Association in America (Det danske evangeliske lutherske
Kirkesamfund i Amerika), which differed from the name of the earlier
body only by the addition of the suffix samfund (association) to the word
kirke (church). See Peter L. Petersen, A Place Called Dana: The Centennial
History of Trinity Seminary and Dana College (Blair NE: Dana College, 1984).
ORC)
16
K. C. Bodholdt (1855-1931) was ordained in 1882 and later served three
terms (1894-5, 1903-11, 1918-20) as President of the Danish Lutheran
Church in America (AELC). L. M. Gydesen (1827-90) was ordained in
1875, and Peder Kj0lhede (1844-1937) in 1880. Kj0lhede served as
President of the AELC 1895-1903. All three were natives of Denmark. See
Enok Mortensen, The Danish Lutheran Church in America (Philadelphia:
Lutheran Church in America, 1967), 295-6 298, 302. QRC)
17
The Danish gold coin, Christian D'Or, was stuck in 21½ carat gold,
weighed 6.642 grams, and was worth around twenty rigsdaler, though the
exact value varied because the rigsdaler was on the silver standard. The
12
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18

19

20

21

Christian D'Or was not in general circulation in Denmark but was used
mainly in international transactions. Forty Christians D'Or weighed
nearly six pounds.
See <http://taxfreegold.co.uk/ denrnark.html>,
accessed 9 September 2009. QRC)
Thorvald Hansen, School in the Woods: The Story of an Immigrant Seminary
(Askov MN: American Publishing Company, 1977}. Mortensen 1967, 97105. QRC)
Thorvald Hansen, Church Divided: Lutheranism Among Danish Americans
(Des Moines: Grand View College, 1992), 83-92. Mortensen 1967, 108-21.
Enok Mortensen, Schools for Life: A Danish-American Experiment in Adult
Education (Solvang CA: Danish American Heritage Society, 1977}, 21-35.
Petersen 1984, 27-36. QRC)
Thorvald Hansen, That All Good Seed Strike Root: A Centennial History of
Grand View College (Des Moines: Grand View College, 1996). Mortensen
1967, 127-41. QRC)
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